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Sir JoHN EYLEs, Bart. 


Member of Parliament for, and Alder- 
man of, the City of London, and Sub- 
Governor of the South-Sea Company. 


F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. 
SH Dryden has ſomewhere ſaid, the 
{21 moſt excellent and moſt uſeful 
Kind of Writing; the more ex- 
tenſiyely uſeful the Moral of 
— any Tragedy is, the more ex- 
cellent that Piece mult be of its Kind. 


I hope I ſhall not be thought to inſinuate, 
that this, to which J have preſumed to pre- 
fix your Name, is ſuch: That depends on its 
Fitneſs to anſwer the End of Tragedy, the 
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DEDICATION, 


exciting of the Paſſions, in order to. the cor- 


recting ſuch of them as are criminal, either 


in their Nature, or through their Exceſs. + 
Whether the following Scenes do this in 
any tolerable Degree, is, with the Deference 


that becomes one who would not be thought 


vain, ſubmitted to your candid and impar- 
tial Judgment. 


What I would infer 1 this, J think, evi- 


dent Truth, That Tragedy is ſo far from lo- 


fing its Dignity by being accommodated to 
the Circumſtances of the Generality of Man- 
kind, that it is more truly auguſt in pro- 


portion to the Extent of its Influence, and 


12 Numbers that are properly affected by 

As it is more truly great to be the In- 
PROT TR of Good to many who ſtand in 
Need of our Afliſtance, than to a very {mall 
Part of that Number. 


lk Princes, Se. were alone liable to if 
Fortunes ariſing from Vice or Weakneſs in 


themſelves or others, there would be good 
Reaſon for confining the Characters in Tra- 
gedy to thoſe of ſuperior Rank; but ſince 


the contrary is evident, nothing can be more 


reaſonable than to proportion the Remedy 
to the Diſeaſe. N 


I am far From denying, that Tragedies 
founded on any inſtructive and extraordinary 


Events 


DEDICATION. 
Events in Hiſtory, or well-invented Fables, 


where the Perſons. introduced are of the 
higheſt Rank, are without their Uſe, even to 


the Bulk of the Audience. The ſtrong Con- 


traſt between a Tamerlane and a Bajazet may 
have its Weight with an unſteady People, 
and contribute .to the fixing of them in the 
Intereſt of a Prince of the Character of the 
former; when, thro* their own Levity, or 
the Arts of deſigning Men, they are render'd 
factious and uneaſy, though they have the 
higheſt Reaſon to be ſatisfied. The Senti- 
ments and Example of a Cato may inſpire his 
Spectators with a juſt Senſe of the Value. of 


Liberty, when they ſee that honeſt. Patriot 


prefer Death to an Obligation from a Tyrant, 
who would facrifice the Conſtitution of his 
Country, and the Liberties of Mankind, to 
his Ambition or Revenge. I have attempted, 


indeed, to inlarge the Province of the graver 


Kind of Poetry, and ſhould be glad to ſee it 
carried on by ſome abler Hand. Plays 


founded on moral Tales in private Life may 


be of admirable Uſe, by carrying Conviction 


to the Mind, with ſuch irreſiſtible Force as 


to engage all the Faculties and Powers of the 
Soul in the Cauſe of Virtue, by ſtifling Vice 


in its firſt Principles. They who imagine 


this to be too much to be attributed to Tra- 


gedy, muſt be Strangers to the Energy of 


that noble Species of Poetry. Sale her. 
who has given ſuch amazing Proofs of his 


A 4 Genius 


DEDICATION. 
Genius, in that as well as in Comedy, in his 
Hamlet, has the following Lines: 


Had be the Motive and 55 2 for Paſſion 
That I have, he would drown the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the gen'ral Ear with horrid &. peech 3 
Male mad the Guilty, and appall the Free, 
Confound the Ign'rant, aud amaze indeed 
| T he wy r 7 Eyes and Zart. 


| And farther in the ſame Speech; 


Poe 1 that guilty Creatures at a Play 
: Have, by -the very Cunning 'of the Scene, 
Been fo -firutk to the Seal, that preſently - 
65 _ have Proctai md their N. alefact ans. 


Prodigions! yet ſtrictly juſt. But I ſhall not 

take up your valuable Time with my Re- 
marks: Only give me Leave juſt to obſerve, 
that he ſeems ſo firmly perſuaded of the 
Power of a well-written Piece to produce the 
Effect here aſcribed to it, as to make Hamlet 
venture his Soul on the Event, and rather 
truſt that, than a Meſſenger from the other 
World, tho? it aſſumed, as he expreſſes it, 
his noble Father's Form, and aſſured him, that 
it was his Spirit. Til have, ſays FRM, 

Grounds more relative. A 


e Play's the Thing, | 
N berein Pl catch the Cee of the King. | 
h Such 


DEDICATION. 
Such Plays. are the beſt Anſwers to them 
who. deny the Lawfulneſs of the Stage. 
_ Conſidering the Novelty of this Attempt, 
I thought, it would be expected from me to 
ſay ſomething in its Excuſe ; and I was un- 


willing to loſe. the Opportunity of ſaying 
ſomething of the Uſefulneſs of Tragedy in 


general, and what may be reaſonably expect- 
ed from the farther Improvement of this ex- 


cellent Kind of Poetry. 
81 k, 


I hope you will not think I have ſaid too 


much of an Art, a mean Specimen of which 


I am ambitious, enough to recommend to- 
your Favour and Protection. A Mi Gon 
ſcious of ſuperior Worth, as much deſpiſes 
Flattery, as it is above it. Had I found in 
myſelf an Inclination to ſo contemptible a 

Vice, I ſhould not have choſen Sir Join + 
EyLEes for my Patron. And indeed the 
beſt-written Panegyrick, tho' ſtrictly true, 
muſt place you in a Light much inferior to 
that in which you have long been fix'd, by 
the Love and Efteem of your Fellow Citi- 
Zens; whoſe Choice of you for one of their 


Repreſentatives in Parliament has ſufficiently 


declared their Senfe of your Merit. Nor 
hath the Knowledge of your Worth been 
confined to. the City. The. Proprietors in 


the Sous h- Sen Company, in which are inclu- 


ded Numbers of Perfons as conſiderable for 
1 1 5 A 5 a their 


DADICATIDN. 


their Rank, Fortune, and Underſtanding, as 
any in the Kingdom, gave the greateſt Proof 
of their Confidence in your Capacity and 
Probity, by chuſing you Sub-Governor of 
their Company, at a Time when their Affairs 
were in the utmoſt Confuſion, and their Pro- 
perties in the greateſt Danger. Neither is 
the Court inſenſible of your Importance. I 
ſhall not therefore attempt a Character fo 
well known, nor pretend to add any Thing 
to a Reputation fo w wel eſtabliſhed. We 


Whatever others may think of a Dedica- 
tion, wherein there is ſo much ſaid of other 
Things, and ſo little of the Perſon to whom 
it is addreſs'd, 1 have Reaſon to believe, 


that you will the more eaſily pardon it on 
that very Account. 


J am, 
SIR, 
Tour not Obedient 


A Humble Servant, 


George Lillo 
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Spoken by Mr. CIB BER, jun. 


HE Tragick Muſe, ſublime, ablights to ſhow- 
Princes diſtreſt, and Scenes of Royal Waez 


In awful Pomp, majeſtick, to relate 
The Fall of Nations, or ſome Hero's Fate: 
That ſcepter d Chiefs may, by Example, know 
The ſtrange Viciſſitude of Things below z 
What Dangers on Security. attend; 
How Pride and Cruelty in Ruin end: 
Hence Providence ſupreme to know, aud own 
Humanity adds Glory to a Throne. 
er | In ev'ry former Age, and foreign Tongue, 8 
m With Native Grandeur thus the Goddcſs ſung. 1 
Upon our Stage, indeed, with wiſh'd Succeſs, 
You've Sometimes ſeen her in an humbler Dreſs ; 
on Great only in Diſtreſs. When he complains 
l In Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway's\ moving Strains, 
The brillant Drops that fall from each bright Eyes, 
The abjent Pomp, with brighter Gems, ſupply. 
Forgive us then, F ave attempt to ſhow, + 
In artleſs Strains, a Tale of private Moe. Eee 
A London *Prentice ruin'd is our Theme, * 
Drawn from the fam d oll Song that bears his Name. 
We hope your Taſte is not ſd high to ſtoru © T6 
= Moral Tale, eſteem'd ere you were born; 
Which, for a Century of rolling Tears, 
Has. flPd a thouſand thoufand Eyes with Tears. 3 
If thoughtleſs Youth to.warn, and ſhame the Age 
From Vice deflrufive, well becomes the Stage; 
if this Example Innocence enſure, 
Prevent our Guilt, or by Reflection cure; | 
V Millweod's dreadful "Crimes; and fad Deer 5 
Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair; | 
70 Art be wanting, and our Numbers fail, 
DO. Indulge th Attempt in Ne to the Tale. 3 
* A 6 Drama 
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London Merchant : 


0, THE 
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ACT t SCENE 1 


4 Room in 'Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Enter 'Therowgood and Truemam : 
'TRUEMAN,. 


* the Packet froth Genon is airfoil; 
Si Letters. 

T hoy. Heaven be praise d! The Storm 
1 that threaten'd our Royal Mittreſs, pure 
Religion, Liberty, and Laws, is for a 
Time diverted: The haughty and re- 
vengeful Spaniard, diſappointed of the Loan on which 
he depended from Genoa, muſt now attend the flow Re- 
turns of Weakh from his new World, to ſupply bis emp- 
of 48. ere he can execute his purpos'd Invaſion of 
happy Iſland. By this Means Time is gain'd to 


fach Preparations on our Part, as may, Heav'n 


e prevent his Mabie, or turn che — 
Miſchief on himfelf. 


7 r. 
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| 14 The LonpoN MERCHANT: Or, 


Fr. He mut be inſenſible indeed, who is not affected 


© when the Safety of his Country is concern'd. Sir, may 


& by what Means lf I am too bold 
Thor. Your Curioſity is laudable ; and I gratify it 

with the greater Pleaſure, becauſe from thence you may 

learn, how honeſt Merchants, as ſuch, may ſometimes 


contribute to the Safety of their Country, as they do at 
all Times to its Happineſs; that if hereafter you ſhould 


be tempted to any Action that has the Appearance of 
Vice or Meanneſs in it, upon reflecting on the Dignity 


of our Profeſſion, you may, with honeſt Scorn, reject 
| 9 is unworthy of it. 


Should Barrsoel, or I, who have the Benefit of 
Fac Bale, by our ill Conduct bring any Imputation 
on that henourable Name, we muſt be left without Ex- 


. cuſe. 


7 r. You compliment, young Man. [Trueman 
bows reſpeRfully.) Nay, I am not offended. As the 
Name of Merchant never degrades the Gentleman, ſo 
by no Means does it exclude him; only take Heed not 
to purchaſe the Character of Complaiſant at the Expence 
of your Sincerity.— But to anſwer your Queſtion. The 
Bank of Genoa had agreed, at an exceſſive Intereſt, and 
on good Security, to advance the King of Spain a Sum 
of Money, ſufficient to equip his vaſt Armado; of which 
our peerleſs E/izabeth (more than in Name the Mother 


of her People) being well inform'd, ſent Maffingbam, her 

wiſe and faithful Secretary, to conſult the "Merchants df 
this loyal City; who all agreed to direkt their ſeveral 
. Agents to influence, if polſible, the Genoe/e to break 
their Contract with the Spar; Court. "Tis done; the 
State and Bank of Genoa, having maturely weighed, and 
rightly judged of their true Intereſt,. prefer the Friend- 
| ſhip of the Merchants of London to that of a Monarch, 
who proudly ſtyles himſelf King of both Indies. 


Tr. Happy Succeſs of prudent Counſels l What an 


Expence of Blood and Treaſure is here ſaved! Excellent 
Queen! O how unlike thoſe Princes, who make the 

Danger of Foreign Enemies a Pretence to oppreſs their 
Subjects by Taxes great, and grievous to be borne ! - 
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The Hiſtory of GR BarnweiL. 15 
Thor. Not ſo our gracious Queen ! whoſe richeſt Ex- 


chequer is her People's Love, as their Happineſs her 


greateſt Glory. 

Tr. On theſe Terms to defend us, is to make our 
Protection a Benefit worthy her who confers i it, and well 
worth our Acceptance. Sir, have you any Commands 
for me at this Time ? | | 
Thor. Only look carefully over the Files, to ſee whe- 


ther there are any Tradeſmens Bills unpaid ; if there 


are, ſend and diſcharge em. We muſt not let Artifi- 
cers loſe their Time, ſo uſeful to the Publick and their 
Families, in unneceſſary Attendance. [Exit Trueman. 
Enter Maria.) Well, Marie, have you given Orders 


for the Entertainment? I would have it in ſome Mea- 


ſure worthy the Gueſts. Let there be Plenty, and of 
the. beſt, that the Courtiers may at leaſt commend our 
Hoſpitality. 

Ma. Sir, I have endeavour'd not to wrong your 1 
known Generoſity by an ill- tim'd Parſimony. 


Thor. Nay, *twas a needleſs Caution: I have no 


Cauſe to doubt your Prudence. 

Ma. Sir, I find myſelf unfit for Gade 1 
ſhould but increaſe the Number of the Company, with- 
out adding to cheir Satisfaction. 

Thor. Nay, my Child! this Melancholy muſt not be 
indulged. 

Ma. Company will but increaſe it: I wiſh you would 
excuſe my Abſence. Solitude beſt ſuits my 2 


Temper. 


Thor. You are not infendible, that it is chiefly on your 


Account thefe noble Lords do me the Honour fo fre- 


quently to grace my Board: Should you be abſent, the 
Diſappointment may make them repent of their Con- 


deſcenſion, and think their Labour loſt. 


Ma. He that ſhall think his Time or Honour loſt 


in viſiting you, can ſet no real Value on your Daughter's 
Company, whoſe only Merit is, that ſhe is yours. The 
Man of Quality who chuſes to converſe with a Gentle- 


man and Merchant of your Worth and Character, may 


confer Honour by ſo doing, but he loſes none, 


N 
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16 The Lonbow MRHANr: Or, 


_ Ther, Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, that 
& young Gentleman may prefer your Converſation to | 
mine, and yet intend me no Diſrepe& at all; for thv* | 


* 9 * 2222 x# 4 4 A — . - , L 
he may loſe no Honour in my Company, tis very natu- 


ral for him to expect more Pleaſure in yours. 1 remem- : 


o 


ber the Time when the Company of the FOR 26d p 


een inſipid | 


wiſeſt Man in the Kingdom would haue been 
and tireſome to me, if it had deprived nie of an Gp: 
portunity of enjoying your Mother's. 


Ma. Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; for | 


generous Minds know no Pleaſure in Society but where 


tis mutual. _ Le PP | 1 
Ther. Thou know'ft I have no Heir, no Child, but 


- 


thee; the Fruits of many Years ſucceſsful Tnduftry muſk | 
all de thine: Now it well give We Feaſere, eat as 


my Love, to ſee on whom you Will beſtow it. I am 
daily ſolicited by Men of the greateſt Rank and Merit 


for Leave to addreſs you ; but I have hitherto declined 
to give it, in hopes that, by Obſervation, I ſhould learn 
which Way your Incliration tends; for, as I know Loye | 

to be eſſential to Happineſs in the Marriage State, I had 
rather my Approbation ſhould: confirm your Choice, than 


direct it. SORE EE 1 | 
Ma. What can I ſay? How ſhall I anſwer, as I 


out, this Tenderneſs, ſ6 uncommon even in the bet 
of Parents? But you are without Example; yet, had 


you been leſs indulgent, I had been moſt wretched. That 
T look on the Croud of Courtiers that viſit here, with 
equal Efteem, but equal Indifference, you have obſer- 
ved, and I muſt needs confeſs; yet, had you aſſerted your 
Authority, and inſiſted on a Parent's Right to be obey'd, 
1 bad ſubmitted, and to my Duty faerified my Peace. 

Thor, From your perfect Obedience in every other 
Inſtance, I fear'd as much; and therefore would leave 
you without a Bias in an Affair wherein your Happineſs 
is ſo immediately concern'd. 4755 | 


4 * 


Ma. Whether from a Want of that juſt Ambition 


| Cauſe, I know net; but I find bigh Birth and Titles 


don't recommend the Man who owns them, to-my Af- 
fektions. | | T hor „ 


- 
— 


The Hiſtory of Gzoxct BARN WELL. 17 
Thor. I would not that they ſhould, unleſs his Merit 
recommends him more. A noble Birth and Fortune, 
tho” they make not a bad Man good, yet they are a 


real Advantage to a worthy one, and' place his Virtues 
in the faireſt Light. 


Ma. 1 cannot anſwer for my Inclinations ; but they 


ſhall ever be ſubmitted to your Wiſdom and Authority : 
And as you will not compel me to marry where I cannot 
love, Love ſhall never make me act contrary to my Duty. 


Sir, have I your Permiſſion to retire ? 


"Thor. I'll fee you to your Chamber. [Zxcunt. 
SCENE n 
4 Room in Millwood'; Houſe. « 
Millwood RR zer Toilet. Luey Waiting. 
Mill. OW do I look To-day, Lucy? 


| Lacy. O, killingly, Madam! A little more 
Red, and you'll be irreſiſtible !— —But why this more 
than ordinary Care of your Dreſs and Complexion ? 
What new Conqueſt are you aiming at? 
| Mill. A Conqueſt would be new indeed! 
Lucy. Not to you, who make 'em every Day— 
tome—— Well! 'tis what I'm never to expect 
fortunate as I am !—But your Wit and Beauty 
Mill. Firſt made me a Wretch, and till continue me 
fo. Men, however generous or firicere to one another, 


but 


are all ſelfiſh Hypocrites in their Affairs with us. We are 


no otherwiſe eſteemed or regarded by them, but as we 
contribute to their Satisfaction. 

Lucy. Vou are certainly, Madam, on the wrong Side 
in this Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs? And 


I am ſure, it is our own Fault if we han't our r Share of 


the Pleaſure. 
Mill. We are but Slaves to Men. 


Lucy. Nay, 'tis they that are Slaves moſt certainly, - 


for we lay them under Contribution, 
Mill. 


— 


18 The LoN DON MERCHANT : Or, | 


Mill. Slaves have no Property; no, not even in them- |! 
ſelves: All is the Victor's. 1 
Lucy. You are ſtrangely arbitrary in your Principles, 
Madam. | | 

Mill. I would have my Conqueſts complete, like 
thoſe of the Spaniards in the New World; who firſt 
plundered the Natives of all the Wealth they had, and 
then condemn'd the Wretches to the Mines for Life, to 
work for more. | 

Lucy, Well, I ſhall never approve of your Scheme of 3 
; . Government : I ſhould think it much more politick, | 


as well as juſt, to find my Subjects an eaſier Employ- | 
ment. 


Mill. It's a general Maxim among the knowing part 

of Mankind, that a Woman without Virtue, like a 
Man without Honour or Honeſty, is capable of any | 
Action, tho' never ſo vile: And yet what Pains will 
they not take, what Arts not uſe, to ſeduce us from our 
Innocence, and make us contemptible and wicked, even | 
in their own Opinion? Then 1s it not juſt, the Villians, F. 
to their Coſt, ſhould find us ſo? But Guilt makes them 
ſuſpicious, and. keeps them on their Guard; therefore 
wie can take Advantage only of the young and innocent 
Part of the Sex, who having never injured Women, ap- 
prehend no Injury from them. | 
| Lucy. Ay, they muſt be young indeed! 4 
| - Mill. Such a one I think I have found. As I have | 
| paſſed thro the City, I have often obſerv'd him re- 
| ceiving and paying conſiderable Sums of Money : From | 


| thence I conclude he is pferd in Affairs of Conſe- 
quence. 


Lucy. Is he handſome? 


Mill. Ay, ay, the Stripling is well made, and has a 
good Face. 


Lucy, About 


— ye ver neg "a HRP. >5”" D 
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Mill. Eighteen. 
Lucy. Innocent, handſome, and about Eighteen ! | 
You'll be vaſtly happy. Why, if you manage well, 


Fe may keep him to vourſelf cheſe two or three f 
Vears. | 
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The Hiſtory of GzoxGt BarnwELL. 19 
Mill. If I manage well, I ſhall have done with him 


much ſooner. Having long had a Deſign on him, and 


meeting him Yeſterday, I made a full Stop, and, ga- 
zing wiſtfully on his Face, aſk'd him his Name. He 


bluſh'd, and, bowing very low, anſwer'd, George Barn- 


evell. 1 begg'd his Pardon for the Freedom I had taken, 
and told him, that he was the Perſon I had long wiſh'd 
to ſee, and to whom I had an Affair of Importance, to 
communicate, at a proper Time and Place. He named 
a Tavern; I talk'd of Honour and Reputation, and 
invited him to my Houſe. He ſwallow'd the Bait, 
promis'd to come, and this is the Time I expe& him. 
[ Knocking at the Deer.) Somebody knocks D'ye 


hear? I am at home to nobody To-day, but him. 
[Exit Lucy.] Leſs Affairs muſt give Way to thoſe of 
more Conſequence ; and I am ftrangely miſtaken if this 
does not prove of great Importance to me, and him too, 
before I have done with him. Now after what Man- 
ner ſhall I receive him? Let me conſider What 


manner of Perſon am I to receive? He is young, inno- 


cent, and baſhful ; therefore I muſt take Care not to put 


him out of Countenance at firſt. But then, if I have 
any Skill in Phyſiognomy, he is amorous ; and, with.a 
little Aſſiſtance, will ſoon get the better of his Modeſty. 


i I'll e'en truſt to Nature, who does Wonders in theſe 


Matters. If to ſeem what one 1s not, in order to be the 


better liked for what one really is; if to ſpeak one 
thing, and mean the direct contrary, be Art in a Wo- 


man I know nothing of Nature. 


Enter Barnwell, bowing very low. Hy at a Diftance. 


Mill. Sir! the Surprize and 9 
Barn. Madam. 


Mill. This is ſuch a Favour !- [ Advancing. 
Barn. Pardon me, Madam ; 
Mill. So unhop'd for! [Still advances. 
[Barnwell /alutes her and retires in Confuſion. 
Mill. To ſee you here —Excuſe the Con- 


fuſion 


Barn. I fear I am too bold — 


Mill. 


\ 


20 The London MrrcnanT: Or, 


Mill. Alas! Sir! I may juſtly apprehend you think | | 


me ſo. Pleaſe, Sir, to fit. I am as much at a Los 


how to receive this Honour as I ought, as I am fur. 


-Pfiſed at your Goodneſs in conferring it. 


Barn, Thought you had expected me: I promiſed ; 


to come. 


religious Obſervers of their Word. 
Barn. All who are honeſt, are. i 


Mill. To one another; but we ſimple Women are 3 
feldom thought of Conſequence enough to gain a Place 


-in their Remembrance. 
[Laying her Hand on bis, as by Accident. 


Barn. Her Diſorder is ſo great, ſhe don't perceive 
dhe has laid her Hand on mine. Heav'ns! how the | 


trembles | What can this mean 272 


Mill. The Intèreſt T have in all that relates to vou, 
{the Reaſon 'of which you ſhall know hereafter) excites | 
my Curioſity; and were I ſure you would pardon my 
Preſumption, I ſhould deſire to know your real Senti- 


ments on a very particular Subject. 


Barn. Madam, you may command my poor Thoughts | | 


on any Subject: I have none that I would conceal. 
Mill. You'll think me bold. 


Mill. What then ate your Thoug hts of Love? 


Narr. If vou mean the Love of \ Nomen, > þ have. not l 


wap more of it in rs 5 than 1 Pha 4 
know that Perſon in the World, whoſe : Happineſs I don't | 


wiſh, and wou'dn't promote, were it in my Power. In 


an eſpecial Manner I love my Uncle, and my Maſter 1 


but above all, my Friend. | 
d, You have a Friend then, whom you love? 
Barn. As he does me, ſincerely. 


Mill. He is, no doubt, often bless with! your Com: 
pany and Converſation: 


Barn. We live in one Houſe, and both ſerve hs 


Mill. That is the more ſurpriſing ; few Men are ſuch : 


fame worthy Merchant. Mill. 
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Mill. Happy, happy. Vouth! whoe'er thou art, I 
envy thee, and ſo muſt all, who ſee, and know this 
Youth. What have I loſt, by being form'd a Woman! 
I hate my Sex, my Self. Had I been a Man, T might. 
perhaps, have. ben as happy 1 in your F riendſhip, ag. he. 
who now enjoys it: But as it is 

Barn, 1 . obſerv'd Woman 3 or cn is, 


de.] You ſeem. 
di order May I know the Caule ? 
Mill. Do not ask me —— I can never ſpeak i i, 
whatever is the Cauſe. - I-wiſh for Things impoſſible. 1 
wou'd be a Servant. bound to. the ſame Maſter, to live 


in one Houſe with you. 


Barn. How ſtrange, and yet how kind, her Words. 
and Actions are ! And the Effect they have on me is as 
ſtrange. I feel Deſires I never knew, before, I muſt 
be gone while I have Power to go. [Afide. ] Madam, 
I humbly take my Leave. 

Mill. You will not, ſure, leave me ſo ſoon! 

Barn, Indeed. I muſt. 

Mill. You cannot be ſo cruel! I have prepar'd a 
poor Supper, at which I promis d myſelf your Com- 
Pany. 


Barn. T am ſort I muſt , refuſe the Honour you de- 


ſign' 'd me; but my Duty to my Maſter. calls me hence, 


I never yet neglected his Service: He is ſo gentle, and 
ſo good a Maſter, that ſhould I wrong him, tho' he 
might forgive me, I never ſhould forgive myſelf. 

. Am I refuſed, by the firſt, Man, the ſecond Fa 
vour I eyer ſtoqp'd to ask? Go then, thou proud hard- 
hearted Youth; 1 but know, you are the only Man that 
could be found, who would let me ſue twice for — 

Favours. 
Barn, What ſhall I do? How ſhall I go or lay! 
Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me. I with my Sex's 
Pride would meet your Scorn ; but when I look: upon 
you, when, I behold thoſe Eyes Oh! ſpare my 
Tongue, and let my Bluſhes———(this Flood of Tears 
to that will force its Way) Woman's 
Modeſty ſhould hide. 


Barn. 
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Barn. Oh Heavens! ſhe loves me, worthleſs as I 
am. Her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears 
confeſs it. And can I leave her then? Oh never, 
never. Madam, = up your Tears. You ſhall com- 
mand me always; I will ſtay here for ever if you'd 
have me. 
Lacy. So! ſhe has wheedled him out of his Virtue of 
Obaliees already, and will ftrip him of all the reſt, 


one after another, till ſhe has left him as few as her 
Ladyſhip, or myſelf. / 


Mill. Now you are kind, indeed but 1 mean not 
to detain you always: I would have you ſhake off all 


laviſh Obedience to your Maſter ; but you may ſerve 
him ſtill. 


Lucy. Serve him till! Ay, or he'll have no Oppor- 8 
tunity of fingering his Caſh ; and then he'll not ſerve. 
your End, II „„ e =: 


Enter Blunt. 
Blunt. Madam, Supper's on the Table. 


Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excuſe all Defects. My 


5 Thoughts were too much employ d on my Gueſt to ob-. 


ſerve the Entertainment. 


[E xeunt tell and Millwood. g 


Blunt. What! Is all this Preparation, this elegant 


: Supper, Variety of Wines, and MS, for the Enter- 


tainment of that young Fellow? 
Lucy. So it ſeems. 


Blunt. How ! Is our Miſtreſs turn'd Fool at laſt ? She" 8 
in Love with him, I ſuppoſe. 


Lucy. I ſappoſe not. But ſhe deſigns to make him in 


Love 7 her, if ſhe can: 
Blunt. What will ſhe get by that! ? He ſeems under 
Age, and can't be ſuppos d to have much Money. 


Lucy. But his Maſter has; and that's the ſame thing, 
as ſhe'll manage it. 


Blunt. I don't like this fooling with a handſome young 


Fellow ; while ſhe's endeayouring to enſnare him, ſhe 
may be bans herſelf, 


Lucy. 
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© ſelves. 
Barn. To eaſe our preſent Anguiſh by plunging into 
$ Guilt, is to buy a Moment's Pleaſure with an Age of 
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Lucy. Nay, were ſhe like me, that would certainly be 
the Conſequence ; for, I confeſs, there is ſomething in 


7 | Youth and Innocence that moves me mightily. 


Blunt. Yes, ſo does the Smoothneſs and Plumpneſs of 


A a Partridge move a mighty Deſire in che Hawk to be the 


Deſtruction of it. 


Lucy. Why, Birds are their prey, as Men are ours; 
Z though, as you obſerv'd, we are ſometimes caught our- 


ſelves. But that, I dare ſay, will never be the Caſe of 


our Miſtreſs. 
Blunt. I wiſh it may prove ſo ; for you know we all 
depend upon her: Should ſhe trifle away her Time with 


| a young Fellow that there's nothing to be got by, we 
= muſt all ſtarve. t 


Lucy. There's no Danger of that; for I am ſure ſhe 


has no View in this Affair, but Intereſt. 

Blum. Well, and what Hopes are there of Succeſs 

in that? | 5 

= Lucy. The moſt promiſing that can be. 'Tis true, the 

= Youth has his Scruples ; but ſhe'll ſoon teach him to 

= anſwer them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. O! the Lad 
is in a bopeful Way, Gepend upon 't! [Excunt. 


SCENE draws, 4 & covers 33 . Millwood 
at Supper. An Entertainment of Muſick and Singing. 
After which they come forward. 


Barn, What can I anſwer ? All that I . b, that 


you are fair, and I am miſerable. 


Mill. We are both ſo, and yet the Fault is in our- 


Nan. 

Mill. I ſhould have thought the Joys of Love as laſt- 
ing as they are great; if ours prove otherwiſe, 'tis your 
Inconſtancy muſt make them ſo. 

Barn. The Law of Heaven will not be revers ers'd, and 
= requires us to govern our Paſſions. 


A 
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Mill. To give us Senſe of Beauty and Defires, and 
yet forbid us to. taſte and be happy, is a Cruelty to Na- 
ture: Have we Paſſions only to torment us? l 

Barn, To hear you talk, Le Id the. :Canſs of. Vice; 
to gaze upon your Beauty, preſs your Hand, and. ſee. 
1 * heave and fall, inflames_ my 

Wiſhes ; my Pulſe beats high; my Senſes all are in a 
; Hurry: and I am on the * of wild Deſire.— Vet, 
for a Moment's guilty Pleaſure, ſhall I loſe my Innocence, | 
my Peace of Mind, and Hopes of folid Happineſs? 

Mill. . Chimeras. all Came on--with me and prove. 

No Fay's like Woman kind, no Heaw * Lowe. 

Barn. I would not yet muſt on 
Reluctant thus the Merchant quits bis Eaſey... 

Fay truſts ta Rocks, and Sands, and ftarmy, 8 eas; 

Tn Hopes ſome unknown golden Coaft:to find, 
ne himſelf, tho doubtful, to the Mind, 
Longs much for Jes to com. ghet mourns "Toes 25 

e 


ACT u. SCENE 1. 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


Enter Barnwell. | K 
BARNWELL, | 


ooo ſtrange are all Things round me! a 
N . Like ſome Thief who treads forbidden 

N Ground, and fain would lurk unſeen, | a 
fl > fearful I enter each, Apartment. of this 

5 E 6. well. known Houſe. To guilty Love, 

E a if that were too. little, already have Il E 

{ add Breach of Truſt.—A Thief Can! know "on tl 
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4 ſelf that wretched T hing, and look my honeſt Friend 
and injur'd Maſter in the Face? Tho' Hypocriſy may a 
while conceal my Guilt, at length it will be known, and 
= publick Shame and Rein muſt enſue. In the mean time, - 
> & what muſt be my Life? Ever to ſpeak a Language fo- 
y & reign to my Heart; hourly to add to the Number of 


q * my Crimes, in order to conceal em. Sure ſuch was 

t; che Condition of the grand Apoſtate, when firſt he loſt 

e. his Purity: Like me, diſconſolate, he wander'd; and 

? ME while yet in | Heavy” 1. bore all his future Hell about | 
him. 

7. | Enter Trueman. 


Tr. Barnwell, Oh ke I rejoice to ſee you Cafe 1 80 
will our Maſter and his gentle Daughter; who, during 
your Abſence, often inquired after you. : 

Barn. Wou'd he were gone! His officious Love will 
pry into the Secrets of my Soul. Sn &./ 

Tr. Unleſs you knew the Pain the whole F amily has 
felt on your Account, you can't conceive how much 
you are belov'd. But why thus cold and filent! When 
my Heart is full of Joy for your Return, why do you 
turn away? why thus avoid me? what have I Ab ? 
how am I alter'd ſince you ſaw me laſt? Or rather, 
what have you done; and why are you thus chang d? ? 
for I am ftill the fame. 

Barn. What have I done indeed! LA.. 

Tr. Not ſpeak !——nor look upon me 

Barn. By my Face he will diſcover all I would con- 
ceal; methinks already I begin to hate him. Aide. 

Tr. J cannot bear this Uſage from a Friend; one 
whom till now I ever found ſo loving; whom yet] love, 
though this Unkindneſs ſtrikes at the Root of F riendſhip. 
and might deſtroy it in any Breaſt but mine. 

Barn. I am not well; [Turning to him] Sleep has been 
a Stranger to theſe Eyes ſince you beheld ho laſt. N 

Tr. Heavy they look indeed, and ſwoln with Tears; 
now they overflow. Rightly did my ſympathizing 
Heart forebode laſt Night, when thou walt abfent, ſome- 
thing fatal to our Peace. 


2 The rails Merc ANT: OF, 


Barn. Your Friendſhip. engages. you too far. My. 
Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; you haye.., | 
no Intereſt in them, nor ought your Concern for me 
to give you a Moment's Pain. „ 

Tr. You ſpeak as if you knew of Friendſhip nothing 
but the Name. Before I ſaw your Grief, I felt it. 
Since we parted laſt I have ſlept no more than you, but *E 
9 in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpenb the tedious 

Night i in Wiſhes for your Safety and Return; e' en now; ., |þ ha 
tho ignorant of the Cauſe, your Sorrow wounds me to 
the Heart. | 

Barn. Twill not be always thus. F riendſhip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, as Circumſtances and Occaſions: vary; 
and ſince you once may hate me, perhaps it might be 
better for us both, that now you lov'd me leſs. 

Tr. Sure I but dream! Without a Cauſe would Barn- 
*vell uſe me thus? Ungenerous and ungrateful Youth, 
farewell; I ſhall endeavour to follow your Advice. 
[Going.] Yet ſtay, perhaps, I am too raſh, and angry 
when the Cauſe demands Compaſſion. Some unforeſeen 

Calamity may, have befaln him too great to bear. 

Barn, What Part am I reduced to act? Tis vile and 
* to move his Temper thus, the beſt of Friends and 

en. 

Tr. I am to blame, pr'ythee forgive me, | Barnwell. 
Try to compoſe your ruffled Mind, and let me know 
7 the Cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf; my 
friendly Counſel may reſtore your Peace. 

Barn. All that is poſſible for Man to do for Man, your 
generous Friendſhip may effect; but here even that's in 
vain, 

Tr. Something dreadful is laboring 5 in your Breaſt; | 
O give it Vent, and let me ſhare your Grief; *twill eaſe 
your Pain, ſhould it admit no Vow, and make it lighter 
by the Part I bear. 

Barn, Vain Suppoſition ! my Woes increaſe by being 
obſerv'd ; ſhould the Cauſe be known, they would ex- 


W 


ne 
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ceed all Bounds. N x: ** 
Tr. So well I know thy honeſt Heart, Guilt cannot eſt 
harbour there. 


Barn, 


Cy 
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Bark, O Torture inſupportable ! I Ale. 
Tr. Then why am I excluded? Have I a Thought 1 
| would conceal from you? . | 
Barn. If ſtill you urge me on | this hated Subject, I'l 
never enter more beneath this Roof, nor ſee your Face 
again. 
1. ſirange— 
hate me not. | 
Barn. Hate you! I am not mat Monſter yet. 
Tr. Shall our Friendſhip {till continue ? 3 
Bar. It's a Bleſſing I never was worthy of, yet now 


but I have done, ſay but you 


© muſt ſtand on Terms; ; and but upon. Conditions can con- 


firm it. 
T. What are they? 7 p 
Barn. Never hereafter, tho you ſhould wonder at 


= my 8 deſire to know more than I am willing to 5 
rev 


7. I. hard, hat upon any Conditions I muſt be 
fl pour Friend. 
2 | Barr. Then, as much as one loſt to himſelf can be 
4 | another's, I am your's. | [ Embracing, 
4 . Be ever fo, and may Heaven reftore your Peace! 
| Barn, Will Yeſterday return? We have heard the 
1 | glorious Sun, that till then inceſſant roll'd, once ſtopp'd 
vw 5 rapid Courſe, and once went back: The Dead have 
: iſen, and parch'd Rocks pour'd forth a liquid Stream 
Y Wo quench a People's 'Thirſt : The Sea divided, and 
or erm'd Walls of Water, while a whole Nation paſs d | 


. in Safety thro” its ſandy Boſom : Hungry Lions have 
J] efus'd their Prey: And Men unhurt have walk'd amidft 
; onſuming Flames; but never yet did Time, orice: paſt, 
4 eturn. 
— Tr. Tho' the continged Chain of Time us never 
once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muſt | 
ep on its Courſe, till, loſt in Eternity, it ends where 
t firſt began; yet as Heaven can repair whatever Evils 
ume can bring upon us, we ought never to deſpair. 
out Buſineſs requires our Attendance ; Buſineſs the Vouth's 
eſt Preſervative from Ill, as Idlenef: his worſt of Snares. 
JR 60 you go with me? 


B 2 Bara, 
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Barn, I'll take a little Time to refle& on what has 
paſt, and follow you. Exit. Trueman. ] I might have 
_ truſted T7 uCman, and engaged him to apply to my Un- 


cle to repair the Wrong I have done my Maſter; but 


what of Milkvood ? Mult I expoſe her too ? Ungenerous 


and baſe! Then Heaven requires it not. But Heaven 


r that I forſake her. What! never to ſee her 


Wy 


Dearly already have I prov'd my  Frailey. Should I 
once more tempt Heaven, I may be left to fall, never to 
riſe again. Vet ſhall I leave her, for ever leave her, 


and not let her know the Cauſe? She who loves me 


with ſuch a boundleſs Paſſion ! Can Cruelty be Duty? I 
judge of what ſhe then muſt feel, by what I now endure. 

The Love of Life, and Fear of Shame, oppoſed by 
Inclination ſtrong as Death or Shame, like Wind and 


Tide in raging Conflict met, when neither can prevail, 


keep me in doubt: How then can 1 ae ? 
Enter Thorowgodd. . 


7 for, Without a Cauſe aſſign'd, or Notice Ld; to 
abſent yourſelf laſt Night was a F ault, young Man, and 
I came to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented. 
That modeſt Bluſh, the Confuſion ſo viſible in your Face, 
ſpeak Grief and Shame. When we have offended Hea- 
ven, it -requires no more; and ſhall Man, who needs 
himſelf to be forgiven, be harder to appeaſe ? If my 
Pardon'or Love be of Moment to your Peace, look up 
ſecure of both. 


Barn. This Goodneſs has o'ercome me. [A4/ide.] O 


Sir! you know not the Nature and Extent w my 0 
fence ? and I ſhould abuſe your miſtaken Bo to re- 
ceive it. Tho I had rather die than ſpeak my 1 
tho Racks could not have forced the guilty Secret from 
my Breaſt, your Kindneſs has. 

Thor. Enough, enough, whate'er it be, this Concern 
ſhews you're convinc'd, and I am fatisfied. How pain- 


ful is the Senſe of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind? Some 


| youthful Folly, which it were prudent not to inquire in- 


tO, 


AS nm Aka 


Why, I renounce her ; 
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to. When we conſider the frail Condition of EIuma- 
nity, it may raiſe our Pity, not our Wonder, that Yoath 
ſhould go aſtray; when Reaſon, weak at the beſt, oppo- 
ſed to Inclination, ſcarce form'd, and wholly unaſſiſted 
by Experience, faintly contends, or willingly becomes 
the Slave of Senſe. The State of Youth is much to be 

deplored, and the more ſo, becauſe they fee it not; be- 
ing then to Danger moſt expoſed, when they are leaſt 
prepared for their Defence. / [ Afaae. 

Barn. It will be known, and you recall your Pardon 
and abhor me. 

Thor. I never will. Yet be upon your Guard in this 
gay thoughtleſs Seaſon of your Life; when the Senſe of 
Pleaſure's quick, and Paſſions high, the voluptuous Ap- 
petites, raging and fierce, demand the ſtrongeſt Curb; 
take Heed of a Relapſe: When, Vice becomes habitual 
the very Power. of leaving it is loſt. 

Barn, Hear me, on my Knees, confeſs | 

| Thor. Not a Syllable more upon this Subject; it were 
not Mercy but Cruelty, to hear what muſt give you 
ſuch Torment to reveal. 

Barn. This Generoſity amazes and diſtracts me. 

Thor. This Remorſe makes thee dearer to me than if 


thou hadſt never offended. Whatever is your Fault, cf 


this I am certain, twas harder for you to, offend than 
me to pardon. | Exit 1 horowgood. | 
Barn, Villain ! Villain! Villain! baſely to wrong ſo 


excellent a Man. Shou'd 1 again return 10 Folly ?—— 


Deteſted Thought But what of Millard then ?- 
T give her up -The 
Struggle's over, and Virtue has prevail d. Reaſon may 
convince, but Gratitude compels. Ibis unlook'd for 


Generokity has ſav'd me from Deſtruction. [C. 


Enter a Feotman. 
Foot. Sir, two Ladies from your Urcle i in the Coun- 


| try, defire to ſee you. 


Barn. Who ſhould they be ? ¶ dl. Tell them Pl 


wait ä 'em. [Exit Foctan. 
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Barn. Methinks I dread to ſee 'em.— N Now : 
every Thing alarms me. —— Guilt, what a Coward | 
haſt thou made me ! F- 


— „„ 


— _— 


SC E NE II. 
Another Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Millwood and Lucy 4 ſcovercl. Enter Fe cotman, 


Foot, Ladies, h'ell wait upon you immediately. | 
| Mile Tis N _ Il thank you. [Exit Fact, 


E 85 Barnett. 


Barn. Onfaſion Milkooad 
Mill. That angry Look RE me, Mir lun 
I am an unwelcome Gueſt; I fear'd a As much; P dhe Un- 
happy are ſo every-where. 
Barn. Will nothing but my utter Ruin content you? 
Mill. Unkind and cruel! Loft myſelf, your Happi- | 
. neſs is now my only Care. 
Bar. How did you gain Admiſſion? _ 
Mill. Saying we were deſired by your vl: to viſit | 
and deliver a Meſſage to you, we were received by the 


Family without Suſpicion, and with much Reſpect con- 
ducted here. 


Barn. Why did you come at all ? 
Mill. I never ſhall trouble you more : I'm come to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my Fate: 
I go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return. This Hour is 

all I have left: One ſhort Hour is all IJ have to beſtow 

en Love and * for whom I thought the longeſt Life 
too ſhort. 

Barn. Then we are met to part for eyer? _ -- 

Mill. Tt muſt be ſo. Yet think not that Time or Ab- 
ſence ſhall ever put a Feriod to my Grief, or make me 
love you les Wy J muſt leave you, yet condemn. me 
not. 


Barn, 


rd 


91, 
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17 60, Perhaps you pity 1 me? 
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Barn. Condemn you! No, I approve your Reſolution, 
and rejoice to hear it; "tis juſt tis neceſſary.— 


I have well weigh'd and found it ſo. 


Lucy. I'm afraid the re Man has more Senſe than 
ſhe thought he had. [ Afrac. 


Barn. Before you came, 1 bad determin'd never to 
es you more. | | 

Mill. Confufion ! © [A Ade. 

Lucy Ay, we are all out; this is a Turn ſo unex- 

pected, that I ſhall make nothing of my Part; they muſt 
een play the Scene betwixt themſelves. LAlade. 

Mill. Twas ſome Relief to think, tho' abſent, you 
would love me ſtill; but to find, tho Fortune had been 
indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconſtant, had re- 
' folved to caſt me off This, as I never could expect, 
1 have not learnt to bear. 

Barn. I am ſorry to hear you blame me in a Reſolu- 
tion, that ſo well becomes us both. 

Mill. IJ have Reaſon for What I do, but you have 
12 

Barn. Can we want a Reaſon for parting, who have 
1 many to wiſh we never had met? 

Mill. Look on me, Barnæbell; Am I deform'd or 
old, that Satiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ? Nay, look 
again; Am I not ſhe, whom Yeſterday you thought the 

l and” the- kmdelt of her Sex!? whoſe Hand, frem- 
bling with Eeſtaſy, you preſs'd and moulded thus, while 
on my Eyes you gazed with ſuch Delight, as if Deſire 
" increaſed by being fed. 

Barn, No more; let me repent my former Follies, if 
A without remembring what they were, 

Mil.” Why ? . © | 
Barn. Such is my Frailty, that tis dangerous. 5 
Mill. Where is the Danger, ſince we are to part? 
Barn. The Thought of that already is too painful. 
Mill. If it be painful to part, then [ may hope at 

least you do not hate me? 


Barn. N09——no—— J never ſaid I did. 
y Heart! | MY 


4 


| 2 Barn. 
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Barn. I do 1 do Indeed 1 a. 

Mill. You'll think upon me? 

Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think at +I 

Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting; too great 
a Favour—though it would be the laſt. ¶ He draaus back, 
A Look ſhall then ſuffice Farewell. for ever. 

[Excunt Millwood and Lucy. 
Barn. If to reſolve to ſuffer be to. Wege e have 


conquer'd.- —Painful Nn 7 
Re. enter Millwood and Vit: 1 0 
2Mz17. One thing I had forgot; TH never "mult 


return to my own Houſe again. This I thought proper 
to let you know, leſt your Mind ſhould change, and you 
| ſhou'd ſeek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this 
ſecond Intruſion; I only came to ge you au, Caution, 
and that perhaps was needleſs. _ 

Barn, I hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muſt thank 
you for it. 

Mill. My Friend, your Arm. wi 81 Now 1 
am Jong for ever. 88 = AN oing 


| 447 We are en 1 find; that s my ; Cu H W L 
Ah! dear, Sir, ſhe's going ſhe knows not W. ither; 
go ſhe muſt. 2 a 
Barn. Humanity obliges 1 me to wiſh you well why 
will you thus expoſe yourſelf to needleſs Troubles ? 
Lucy. Nay, there's no Help for it :, She muſt quit the 
Town immediately, and the Kingdom as ſoon as Poſſible. 
It was no ſmall Matter, you may be ſure, that could 
make her reſolve to leave you. | 
Mill. No more, my Friend; ince he for whoſe. dear 
Sake alone I ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 
and pities me. Where-e'er I wander thro' Wilds and De- 
farts benighted and forlorn, that Thought ſhall give me 
Comfort. : i you 
Barn. For my Sake !- O tell me 
way am I ſo curs'd to bring ſuch Ruin on we bone 
444. 
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Mill. No matter, 1 am contented with my Lot, 
Barn. Leave me not in this Incertainty. 

Mill. J have ſaid too much. | 
Barn. How, how am I the Cauſe of your Undoing ? 
Mill. To know it will but increaſe your Troubles. 
Barn. My Troubles can't be greater than they are. 

Lucy. Well, well, Sir, if ſhe won't ſatisfy you, I. 
will. 

Barn. I am bound to you beyond Expreſſion. 

Mill. Remember, Sir, that I deſir d you not to hear it. 

Barn. Begin, and eaſe my racking Expectation. 

Lucy. Why, you muſt know, my Lady here was an 
only Child, and her Parents dying while ſhe was young, 
left her and her F ortune, (no inconſiderable one I aſſure 
you) to the Care of a enen, who has a good Hate 
of his own. 

Mill. Ay, ay, the W Man i is rich enough; but 
what are Riches when compared to Love? 

| Lucy. For a while he perform'd the Office of a ſaith- 
fal Grandin, ſettled her in a Houfe, hir'd her Servants. - 
— — Bat you have ſeen in what Manner ſhe liv'd, lo I. 
need ſay no more of that. 

Mill. How I ſhall live hereafter; 3 knows! 

ba At Things went on as one cou'd wiſh; till, 
ſome Time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violently in 
Love with his Charge, and wou'd fain have marry'd her: 
Now the Man is neither old nor ugly, but a good per- 
fonable fort of a Man, but I don't know how it was, 
ſhe cou'd never endure him. In ſhort, her i} Uſage ſo 
provoked: him, that he brought in an Account of his 
Executorſhip, wherein he makes her Debtor to him.— 

Mill. A Trifle in itſelf, bat more than enough to 
ruin me, whom by his: -unjuſt Account be had Rripp's d of 

all delors;. 7” 

Luc. Now ſhe having neither Money, nor Friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herſelf, he com- 
pell'd her to paſs his Account, and give Pond for the 
Sum he demanded; but til provided handſomely for 
her, and continued his Courtſhip, till being inform'd by 
his Spies (truly I ſuſpect ſome in her own Family) that 


B 5 you: 


4 


— —— 
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you were, er tertain d at her Houſe, and ſtay d with he 
all Night, he came this Morning raving and ſtorming 


like a Madman, talks no more of Marriage, (ſo theres] 
vo Hope of making up Matters that way] but yows her 
Ruin, unleſs ſhe'll allow him. the ſame Favour that he. 


ſuppoſes ſhe granted you. 


Barr. Mut ſhe be ruin'd, or find her Refuge in an- 


other's Arms? 


Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolve in; thats 
happily ſpent with you——And now I go——— Þ| 
Barn, To be expoſed to all the Rigours of the various 
. Seaſons; the Summer's 8 d W ; 
Cold; unhouſed, to wander, friendleſs, thro' the un- 
| hoſpitable World, in Miſery and Want; attended with 
Fear and Danger, and purſued by Malice and Revenge. 
Wou'dft thou endure all this for me, and can I, do no- 


, 


Lucy. Tis really a Pity, there can de no way found ut. 


thing, nothing, to prevent it? 


Vara. O where are all my Reſolutions now } Like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the 
Sun's warm Beams, they're vaniſh'd and loft, as tho“ 


* 


they had never been. 
| Luy. Now I adviſed her, Sir, 


Troubles, but make her Fort 
7 l 40 1 


Ban. Tormenting Fiend, away ! 
nay, ſee her periſh, than have her ſaved by him. 


une at on 


will 


ment's Patience; I'll return immediately, 


ceive, you had loſt him, 


Mill. That, I muſt confeſs, was a Danger I did not 
foreſee; I was only afraid he ſhould have come without 
Money. You know, a Houſe of Entertainment, like | 
mine, is not kept without Expence. ö 
Lucy. That's very true; but then yon ſhould be rea- 


ſonable in your Demands ; tis pity to diſcourage a young 


6 Man, 


Mill. Leave that to me, 


Re-enter 


Cy 


eat, and Winter's 


w I adviſed her, Sir, to comply with the 
Gentleman; that would not only put an End to her 


I had rather peri 
my ſelf prevent her Ruin, .tho' with my own. A Mo- 


25 kau Barnwell 
Lucy. "Twas well you came, or by what I can per- 


: 
” "nw a. a "a hate 
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Re-enter Barnwell, <vith a Bag of Money. 

Barn, What am I about to do ?—Now you, who 
boaſt your Reaſon all ſufficient, ſuppoſe yourſelves” inmy 
Condition, and determine for me; whether tis right to 
let her ſuffer for my Faults, or, by this ſmall Addition 


. to my Guilt, prevent the ill Effects of what is paſt, 


Lucy. Theſe young Sinners think every Thing in the 
Ways of Wickedneſs ſo ſtrange But I cou'd tell 
him, that this is nothing = t what's. very common ; for 
one Vice as naturally begets another, as a Father a Son. 
But he'll find out that himſelf, if he lives long enough. 

I Aide. 

Barn. Here, take this, and with it purchaſe your De- 
8 return to your Houſe, and ive 1 in Peace * q 

afety 

122 So I may hope to ſee you therd again ? 

Barn. Anſwer me not, but fly, leſt, in the Agonies 
of my Remorſe, I take again what is not mine to give, 


and abandon thee to Want and Miſery. 


Mill. Say but you'll come. | 
Barn. You are my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hen; 
only leave me now, diſpoſe of me hereafter as you. 
pleaſe. [Exeunt Millwood and Lucy. 
Barn. What have 1 done? Were my Reſolutions. 


founded on Reaſon, and ſincerely made? Why then has 


v «i Heaven ſuffered me to fall? I ſought not the Occaſion; 


er 


and, if my Heart deceives me not, Compaſſion and 


Generoſity were my Motives. Is Virtue inconſiſtent 


with itſelf ? Or are Vice and Virtue only empty Names? 


Or do they depend on Accidents, beyond our Power to 
produce, or to prevent; wherein we have no Part, and. 
yet muſt be determined by the Event ?—But why ſhould: 
I attempt to reaſon ? All is Confuſion, Horror, and Re-- 
morſe. I find I am loſt, caſt down from all my late- 


8 erected Hope, and plunged again in Guilt, yet ſcarce 


know how or why : 
Such undiſtinguiſb'd Horrors . my Brain, 


Like Hell, the Seat of Darkneſs and of Pain. 


Exit. 


The End of the Second A CT. 2 
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ACT m. 5 or NE 1 
A Room in Theron good but. 


bs £ 2 
PY * | RY A * fd a 4a = TH — 


Enter Thoro god 400. Trueman. 


T HOROVGOO D. 


thinks T would not have you only lean 
the Method of Merchandize, and prac- 
tiſe it hereafter meerly as a Means of get- 
ting Wealth: It will be well worth your| 
Pains to ſtudy it as a Science, to ſee how} 
it is founded in Reaſon, and the Nature 
of Things ; how it promotes Humanity, as it has open'd,ſ 
and yet Keeps up, an Intercourſe between Nations, far 
remote from one another. in Situation, Cuſtoms and Re- 
ligion ; promoting Arts, Induftry, Peace and Plenty; 
by mb 42) Benefits diffuſing mutual Love from Pole to - 
Pole, = 
* Something of this I have confider'd, and Nope = 
by your Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much -far-| 
ther. I bave obſerv'd thoſe Countries where Trade uM 
promoted aud encouraged, do not make Diſcoveries to 
deſtroy, but to improve Mapkind; by Love and Friend - 
ſhip to tame the Fierce, and poliſh the moſt Savage; to. 
teach them the Advantage of honeſt Traffick, by taking 
. from them, with their own Conſent, "heir uſelefs Super- 
fluities; and giving them, in Return, what, from ther 
Tenorance in manual Arts, their Situation, © or ſome other ) 
Accident, they ſtand in need of. 

Ther. Tis juſtly obſerved. The populous Eaſt, lu- 
xuriant, abounds with glittering Gems, bright Pearls, aro- 
matick Spices, and Health-reſtoring Drugs: The late 
found Weſtern World' rich Earth glows with n _ 

bers il 


| Who combats Love with Du 
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ber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore. On every Climate, 


and on every Country, Heaven has beſtowed ſome Good 


peculiar to itſelf. It is the induſtrious. Merchant's Buſi- 


| neſs to collect the various Bleſſings of each Soil and Cli- 


mate; and, with the Product of the Whole, to enrich 
his native Country. —— Well! I have examin'd your 
Accounts : They are not only juſt, as I have always 
found them, but regularly kept, and fairly enter d. I 


commend your Diligence. Method in Buſineſs is the 
ſureſt Guide: He who neglects it, frequently 1 5 


and always wanders perplex d, uncertain, and in Dange 


Are Barnauell's Accounts ready for my Inſpection? He 


does not uſe to be the laſt on theſe Occaſions. 


Tr. Upon receiving your Orders he retired, I thought, | 


in ſome Confuſion. If you pleaſe, I'H go and baſten 


him. I hope he has not been guilty of any Neglect. 
E ing to the Ex ange ; Ma him know, N 


Dor. I'm now 
at my Return, Iexpett to find him ready.  [Excunt, 


Enter Maria, -2oith'a Hoch. Sits a l 


Ma. How forcible is Truth? The weakeſt Mind, in- 
ſpired with Love of that, fix'd and collected in itſelf, 
with Indifference beholds the united Force of Earth and 


Fell oppoling.. Such Fools are rais'd. aboye the Senſe of 
Pain, or ſo 


ported. that they regard i not. The 
Martyr cheaply purchaſes his Heaven; Frog! are his 
Sufferings, great is his Reward.* Not ſo the Wretch 
ty; whoſe Mind, weaken'd 
and diffolv'd by the ſoft Paſſion, feeble and. hopeleſs, 
oppoſes its own Deſires. 


as theſe? 


' Fakes Trueman. > = 
. 8 Bap u O my Friend! how, art thou 
fallen! | 


Ma. Ha! Barnwell. 4 What of him? Speak, tay 


What of Barnwell! 


Tr. "Tis not to be conceal d: I'v e News to tell of 


bim that wilt Afflict your getierous F ather, yourlelf, and 
All who know bim. 


Ma. 


What is an Hour, a 
Day, a Year of Pan, to a whole Life of Tune, ſuch 


— ed auneks << oo vo 
pj 7 
* - g - wy " 8 
— m— U 
E r.. ˙¹ wi 
2 


"8: - I. Loxpon ee . 


Ma. Defend us then | . 

By . T*eaitnot f dal it. See there. IX 
WOE + bay? TTruematt g. Shes b Ten "Marla read, 
$0. Know 4h ence avill |; urpriſe my honour'd Maſter ani 
: I . 1 7 ry more, ee 21 "that 
the "Reaſon of my withdrawing is my hating. eben 
Pari of the wh with which + WA intruft uſted. After this, 


444489 


"tis needleſs to inform you, that 1 intend never to return 
| gain. ' Though this might have been known, by examin- | 
i my Accounts ; yet, to prevent that unneceſſary Trouble, : 


N Kat to cut off all Fruitl/e E 


Gate, of my | Return, I 
have t ft this from the tft „ þ| 


ms . 


George Barnwell. 
mw Loſt indeed ! Yet how he ſhould be guilty of what | 
| he there charges himſelf withal, raiſes my Wonder equal 
to my Grief, Never had Youth a higher Senſe of Vir- 

„tue. Josy he thought, and, as he thought, he prac- | 

tiſed; never was Life more regular than his. An Un- 
*"erftanding i uncommon at his Years, an open, generous] 
Manlineſs of Temper; his Manners eaſy, unaffected and 

engaging. 
Ma. This, and much more, you might have ſaid with i 
2 Truth. He was the Delight of every Eye, and Joy aN 
eve Heart that knew him. me 

N. Since ſuch he was, and was my Friend, can 1 
| .' fupp ort His Loſs ? See, the faireſt happieſt | Maid thi 
© wealthy 'City boaſts,. kindly, condeſcends to weep fo for wy 

© unhappy Fate, poor ruin'd Barnabel! ?? 

Ma. Trueman, do you think a Soul ſo delicite as his, ol 
| We of Sbame, can e' er ſubmit to live a Slave to Vice? 
3 Never, never. 80 well I know him, I'm ſure 
: his Ack of his, fo contrary to his Nature, mult have 

been cauſed by ſome unavoidable Neceſſi y. 

Ma. Is there no Means yet to preſerve. him? 

Fe. O that there were But few Men recover R 
tation loſt,, a Merchant never. Nor. would he, Far, 
che 1 ſhou'd find him, ever be brought to look his in- 
jure d Maſter in the Face. 
Ma. I fear a3 much, and therefore would never have 
my Father know it.” | . ICE 
& C:177 haul 


„ 5 


{} 
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L. 
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Fr. That's impoſſible. 


Ma, What's the Sum 
„ T7. Tis conſiderable: I've anos OF Þ it hoe to „ew 
1 it, wich the Letter, to your Father at his Return. 
ll Ma. If I ſhould, ſupply. the Money, cou'd you ſo 
diſpoſe of that, and the Account, as to conceal this un- 
„ happy Miſmanagement from my Father ? 
„V7. Nothing more eaſy. But can you intend it? 


„Will you ſave a helpleſs. Wretch from Ruin? Oh ! 'twere 
„ an Act worthy ſuch exalted Virtue. as Maria's. Sure 
7 Heaven, in Mercy to my Frieud, Inſpbed the grow 
Thought. 
Ma. Doubt not but I wou'd purchaſe D great a Hap- 
Mat pu MN a mneh dearer Price. But how ſhall he be 
ſou i 
1 . Tr. Truſt to my. Diligence for that. 115 the mean 
ic. Time, I'll conceal his, Abſence: from your . Father, or 


find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe * never 


31; be ſuſpected. 

nd Ma. In attempting to ſave Gam Shame, one who we 
4 hope may yet return to Virtue, to Heaven, and you, the 
only Witneſſes of this Action, I appeal, whether 1 do 
any thing misbecoming my Sex and Character. 


y. Earth maſt approve the Deed, and. Heaven, L 
doubt not, will reward it. 


| Virgin Fame is ſullied by Suſpicion? s lighteſt Breath: 
And therefore as this muſt be a Secret to my Father and 


to Mn. EE. 


— 


— 


2 — 0 — 


4 era: 


9 EW. 
A Room in Millwood's Houft. 88 


Enter Lucy and Blunt. 
Lucy. W ELL! what do you think of Millruood's 
Conduct now? _ 


Blunt. I own it is ſurpriſing: I don't know which to 
admire moſt, her feigned or his real Paſſion ; tho' I have 


ſome- 


Ma, If Heaven ſucceeds i it, I am well remanded.) A 


the World, for Barnwel!'s Sake.; for mine, let it be ſo 


40 ' The London MERCHANT : Or; 
ſometimes been afraid, that her Avarice wou'd- diſcover] 
her. But his Youth, and want of r N make if 

the eaſier to impoſe on him. 

TCucy. No, it is his Love. 'To 90. him Juſtice, not. 
\ withſtanding his Youth, he don't want Underſtanding, 
But you Men are much eaſier impoſed on in theſe Affain 
than your Vanity will allow you to believe. Let ne hi. 
ſee the wiſeſt of you all as much in Love with me, a 


- Barnwell is with Millwood, _ PI engage to make # 7 
great a Fool of him: 


* —— . — ANA eto dn, IE * 4 
— IS: up ox 7 ne 2 Een — — n PPP ˙AVm ² ' 
= 5 1 8 * - 2 * 8 2 a A a * » Ser. 
0 Q . n en 


Blunt. And, all e conũider d, to make q 
0 much Money of him too? 
La. I can't anſwer for that. Her Artifice ! in ma 
king * rob his Maſter at firſt, and the various Suan 
#1 gems. by which ſhe has obliged him to continue thaß 
Courſe, aſtoniſh even me, who know her ſo well. ; 

2 Blind. But _ Ie are to e that the n 
was his Maſter s. 

Lucy. There was s the Difficalty of i it. Had it deall 
his own, it had been nothing, Were the World his, ſte} 
might have it for a Smile. But thoſe golden Days anf 
gone; he's ruin'd, and Millwoed"s: Hopes of Lane! 
Profits there are at an End: 

Blunt. That's no more than we all expected. 


pd rr 
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| Lucy. Being call'd by his Maſter to- make up his Ac Ct) 
counts, he was forc'd. to quit his Mouſe and Service 
and wilely flies to ne for Relief and Entertain ſpe 
ment. Ch 
Blunt. I have not heard of this before: * How did ſhe , 
recerve him? | laſt 
Luc. As you won'd expect. She wonder'd what 0 tiat 
meant, was aſtoniſh'd at his Impudence, and with an A 2, 

of Modeſty, peculiar to herſelf, ſwore ſo heartily, th iv 
the never ſaw him before, that ſhe. put me out of Coun wh 
tenance. the 
Blunt. That 8 much indeed 1 But how did Barra 1 
behave ?.- | AQ 
Lucy. He gievd, and at length, enraged : at this ball paff 


barous Treatment, was Preparing to be genes, 3 andf 


% 8 making 


Cs 
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making towards the. Door, ſhew'd a Sum of Money, 
which he had brought from his Maſter” 5 the a he is is 


ever like to have from thence. 


Blunt. But then Mil/wwood? 

Lucy. Ay, ſhe, with her uſual Addreſs, return'd + to her 
old Arts of lying, ſwearing and diſſembling; kung on 
his Neck, wept, and {wore 'twas meant in Jeſt. | The 
amorous Youth melted; into Tears, threw the Money in- 
to her Lap, and ſwore he had er die chan a her 


falſe. 


Blunt. Strange n ES 44 

Lucy. But what enſued was ſtranger Ai. As Doubts 
and Fears, follow'd by Reconcilement, ever increaſe 
Love whens the Paſſion is fincere ; ſo in him it caus'd ſo 
wild a Tranſport: of, exceſſive F ondnelſę, ſuch Joy, ſuch 
Grief, ſuch Pleaſare, and ſuch Anguiſh, that Nature 
ſeem' d finking with. the Weight, and his charm'd Soul 
diſpoſed to quit his Breaſt for hers. Juſt then, when 
every Paſſion with lawleſs Anarchy prevail'd, and Rea - 
ſon was in the raging Tempeſt loft, the cruel, artful 


; | Mcllmcod prevail'd upon the wretched Youth to promiſe 


hat I tremble but to think on. 
» Blunt. I am amazed! What can it be? 
Lucy. Vou will be more ſo, to hear, it is to attempt 
the Life of his neareſt Relation, and; beſt Benefactor.— | 
Blunt. His Uncle! whom we have. often heard him 
ſpeak of, as a Gentleman of a large Eſtate, and Bir 
Character, in the Country where he lives 
Lucy. The ſame. She was no ſooner poſſeſſed of the 
laft #66 Purchaſe of his Ruin; but her Avarice, inſa- 
tiate as the Grave, demanded; this horrid Sacrifice. 
Barnwell's, near Relation, and unſuſpected Virtue, muſt 
give too eaſy Means to; ſeize; the good Man's Treaſate: 
whoſe Blood muſt ſeal the dreadful. Secret, and Poet 
the Terrors of her guilty Fears. 
Blunt. Is it poſſible ſhe cou'd > him to do an 
AR like that? "He is, by Nature honeſt, grateful, com- 


paffionate and gererous. And tho his Love, ard her 


artful Ferſuaſions, have wrought him to practiſe what 
| te 
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he moſt abhors 3 yet we all can witneſs for him, with] 
what Reluctance he has ſtill eomply'd: 80 many Teanf 
he ſhed o'er each Offence, as might, if poſlible, fandih] 
Theft, and make a Merit of a Crime. | 
Lucy. Tis true, at the naming the Murder of ml 1 
Uncle, he ſtarted into Rage; and; breaking from ber 
Arms, (where ſhe till then had held him with well di. 
ſembled Love, and falſe Endearments) call'd her cruel 
Monſter, Devil, and told her ſhe was born for his De. 
ruction. She thought it not for her Purpoſe to mer, 
his Rage with her Rage, but affected a moſt pafſionat 
Fit of Grief, rail'd at her Fate, and curs'd her waywarf 
Stars, that ill her Wants ſhou'd force her to preſs hin 
to act ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs abhor as well as be 
She told him Neceſſity had no Law, and Love ml 
Bounds; that therefore he never truly iovd, but mean 
in her Neceſſity to forſake her, Then ſhe kneel'd aueh 
ſwore, that fince by his Refuſal he had given her Cat 
to doubt his Love, ſhe never wou'd ſee him more; u. 
lefs, to prove it true, he robb'd his Uncle, to ſupply ! hel 
Wants, and murder'd him to keep it from Diſcovery. | 
Blunt. I am aſtoniſb'd! What ſaid be? 5 
Lucy. Speechleſs he ſtood; but in his Face you a 4 
have read, that vafious Paſtiohs dore his very Soul. Ci, 
ke in Anjrulſh? threw his Eyes towards Heaven, auf 
then as often bent their Beams on her; then wept, tn 251 
5 250 oan'd, and beat his troubled Breaſt; at zength, will 
- Horror not to be expreſs d, he ery's, "Thou" cart 
Fair! have I not given dreadful Proofs of Love? Whal 
drew me from my youthful Innocence, and ſtain'd ni 
then unſpotted Soul, ' but Love? What cauſed me uf 
rob my worthy gentle Maſter, but curſed Love? WIA 
makes me now a Fugitive from His Service, loathl 
by myſelf, and ſcormd by all the World, but Love! 
What fills my Eyes with Tears, my Soul with Tor 
tare, never felt on this Side Death before? Why Lovelf 
Love, Love: And why, above all, do I reſolve (f 
tearing his Hair, He" cry'd, 1 do reſolve) to rin m 


— Uncle 7 


v4 
1118 


— Plat 


Cy 


— 5 


. = 
7 
* [ * 4 * 


1 


| 1 


The Hiſtory of GzoRGE BARNwWELL. 43 


; Blunt. Was ſhe not moved; It makes me weep, to 
e hear the ſad Relation. 80 


ax ll Lucy. Yes with Joy, that he had gain d her Point. 
©" She gave him no Time to cool, but urged him to at- 
F tempt it inftantly. He's now gone. If he performs it, 
and eſcapes, there's more Money for her; if not, he'll 
a. ne'er return, and then ſhe's fairly rid of him. 
e Blunt. Lis Time the World were rid of ſuch a „Mon- 
ter. 42 

Lucy, If we don't uſe our Endeavours to prevent the 
Murder, we are as bad as he” 

| Blunt. I'm afraid it is too late. 

Lucy, Perhaps not. Her Barbarity to Barnwell makes 
me hate her. We have run too great a Length with her 
already. I did not think her or myſelf ſo wicked, as [I 

find, upon Reflection, we are. 

e 'Tis true we have been all too much fo. 
But there is ſomething ſo borrid in Murder, 1 4 all 
other Crimes ſeem nothing when compared to that: I 

wou'd not be involv'd i in the Guilt of it for all the 
World. 1 

Lucy. Nor T, Heaven knows. Therefore let us 
clear ourſelves, by doing all that is in our Power to pee 
vent it. T have juſt thought of a. Way, that to me ſeems 

| peak... W ill you join with, me to detect By. curled 
- Deſi 

Plone. With all my Heart. He who knows of 3 
Murder intended to be committed, and does not diſco- 
ver it, in the Eye of the Law and Reaſon is a Murderer. 
Lacy, Let us loſe no Time; I'll API you with 
the Particulars as we 20. Le. 


—— 


— — 
r 


8e EN E ni 
4 Walk at t ſome Diftance from a Corte Seal. 


Enter Barnwell. 


' Diſmal Gloom obſcures the Face of Day : 

Either the Sun has ſlipt behind a Cloud, 'or 
journeys down the Weſt of Heaven with more ban 
| common 


Barn. 
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common Speed, to av oid the Sight of what Lam doom 
to act. Since I ſet forth on this accurs'd Deſign, where. 
| © er I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth trembles beneati 
my Feet. Vonder limpid Stream, whoſe hoary Fall hal 
made a natural Caſcade, as I paſs'd by, in doleful Ac. 
cents ſeem'd to murmur Murder ! The Earth, tel 
Air, and Water ſeem'd concern'd. But that's nai 
ſtrange: The World is puniſh'd, and Nature feels 2 
Shock, when Providence permits a good Man's Fall. Juli 
| Heaven !. then what ſhould I feel for him that was my 2 
Father's only Brother, and fince his Death has been u 
me a Father! that took me up an Infant and an Orphan] | 
rear'd me with tendereſt Care, and ſtill indulged me wid 
moſt paternal F ondnels ! Yet here I ſtand his deſtin di 
| Murderer ! I ſtiffen with Horror at my own Im. 
piety— Tis yet unperform'd- What if I qui 
my bloody Purpoſe, and fly the Place! [ Going, tha 
Hops. But whither, O whither ſhall I fly! ? My M 
ſter's once friendly Doors are ever ſhut againſt me; and 
without Money Miilavood will never fee me more, and} J 
| the has got ſuch firm Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and 9 
verns there with ſuch de {potick Sway, that Life is not vl 
be endured without her. Ay, there's the Cauſe of al b 
my Sid and Sorrow: Tis more than Love; it is de 
Fever of the Soul, and Madneſs of Deſire. In vai 
does Nature, Reaſon, Con 1 0 all oppoſe it; chil 
© Impetubus Paſſion bears down all before it, and drive] 
me on to Luſt, to Theft and Murder. Oh Conſcience! 
"feeble Guide to Virtue? thou only ſhew'ft us when wel 
90 aſtray, but wanteſt Power to ſtop us in our Courſe- 
Fla! in vonder ſhady Walk I fee my Uncle Hen 
alone Now for my Diſguiſe. [ Plucks out a Vizor 4 
This is his Hour of private Meditation. Thus 
| daily he prepares his Soul for Heaven, whilſt [——But 
what have I to do with Heaven! Ha! No Struggle, 
Conſcience 


3 8 


Y 


Hence, hence, Remorſe, -_ ev'ry T bought that s good{ 
_ The Storm that Luft began, muſt end in Bld. 


- [Pure on the Vi izor,, draws a Piſtol, . [ Exit. 
8 \. ENE 
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re. 

=M SCENE Iv. 

Ae A cleſe Walk in a Wood. 

the 3 o, - dr 00 

wy V. IF I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhould fear ſome Dan- 
l | ger lurk'd unſeen, or Death were nigh. A 
Ju ieavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits. My Imagination 
10 8: f11'd with ghaſtly Forms of dreary Graves, and Bodies 


1 hanged by Death; when the pale, lengthen'd Viſage 
Mttracts each weeping Eye, and fills the muſing Soul, at 
ynce, with Grief and Horror, Pity and Averſion. I 
ill indulge the Thought. The wiſe Man prepares 


In 1 imſelf for Death, by making it familiar to his Mind. 
bv hben ſtrong Reflections hold the Mirror near, and the 
75 Living in the Dead behold their future Self; how does 


ach inordinate Paſſion and Deſire ceaſe, or ſicken at the 


wy iew! The Mind ſcarce moves; the Blood, curdling 
nnd child, creeps flowly thro' the Veins; Fix'd, till, 


| and motionleſs we ſtand, ſo like the ſolemn Object of 
Pur Thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent what we muſt _ 


hs de hereafter ; till Curioſity awakes the Soul, and ſets it 
wen Inquiry. 8 3 
+0 [Enter George Barnwell at 4 Diſtance.) O Death, 
ol thou ſtrange myſterious Power, ſeen every Day, yet ne- 
_ ver underſtood, but by the incommunicative Dead, what 


art thou? "The extenſive Mind of Man, that with a 
Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, ſinks to the 
Centre, or aſcends above the Stars, that Worlds exotick 
bnds, or thinks it finds, thy thick Clouds attempts to paſs 
im vain; loſt and bewilder'd in the horrid Gloom, de- 
feated ſhe returns more doubtful than before, of nothing 
certain but of Labour loſt. _ 5 8 
[During this Speech Barnwell ſometimes freſents the 
Piſtol, and draws it back again. 
Barn. Oh, tis impoſſible ! [throwing d;wwn the Piſtol, 
Uncle ſtarts, and attempts to draw his Sword. 
Uncle. A Man ſo near me! arm'd and maſqu'd——— 
Barn. Nay, then there's no Retreat. 
[Plucks a Ponyard from his Boſom and ſtabs bim. 
| CU AC le > 
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Uncle. Oh! I am lain ] All gracious Heaven regard | 


the Prayer of thy dying Servant : Bleſs with the choiceſ 


Bleſſings my Jeareſ Nephew, forgive my Murderer, and 


take my fleeting Soul to endleſs Mercy. 


FAG throws of his Mask, runs to * and, 2 


& 


Li ED night ke your Eyes, and blaſt me | 


ere you die. 
Woes;————— Tears, Tears, for Blood- 
der'd, in the Agonies of Death, weeps for by Murderer. 


——O! ſpeak your pious Purpoſe; pronounce my Par- | 


don then, and take me with you. He wou'd, but 
_ cahnot.—O why, with ſuch fond Affection, do you preſs 
my murdering Hand? What! will you kiſs me? 
(Barnwell %s his Uncle, who groans and dies.) Life, 
that hover'd on his Lips but till he had ſealed my Par- 

don, in that Kiſs expired. He's gone for ever—and oh! 
I follow— 
Do I ſtill live to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of the Earth ? 
—þDo I ſtill breathe, and taint with my infectious Breath 
the wholeſome. Air ? Let Heaven from its high 
Throne, in Juſtice or in Mercy, now look down on that 
dear hordered Saint, and me the Murderer ; and if his 
i ſpares, let Pity ſtrike and end my wretched 
Being. Murder the worſt of Crimes, and Parri- 
cide the workt of Murders, and this the worſt of Parri- 

cides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the Birth of 
Time, and muſt to its laſt final Period, as accurs'd, ſlew 


a Brother favour'd above him : Deteſted Nero, by an- 


other's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother that he fear'd and 
hated : But I with my own Hand have murder'd a Bro- 
ther, Mother, Father, and a Friend moſt loving and be- 
lov'd. This execrable Act of mine is without a Pa- 
rallel.— 0 may it ever ſtand alone, the laſt of Mur- 
ders, as it is the worſt! 


. The rich Man thus in Torment and Deſpair, 
Preferr'd his vain, but charitable Pray'r : 


The 


Cy 


Sab away upon his Uncle's dead Boah. ] 4 l | 
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The Fool, his own Soul 22 ewou'd fain be eoiſe 
For others Gogd; but Heav'n his Suit denies. " 
By Laws and Means well knouon ave ſtand or fall 3 | 
ra. one eternal Ru remains for all. 


i 
[ 


The Eud of the Third ACT. 


* 


A C T Iv. SC E NE I. 
"| A Room ; in Thotomgoo?'s Houſe. 
- Enter Maria. 


MARIA. 


i 85 #3 OW falſly do they judge, who cenſure 
or applaud, as we re aflited or reward- 
ed here? I know I am unhappy; yet 

1 TE 2 cannot charge myſelf with any Crime, 

5 more than the common Frailties of our 
Kind, that ſhou'd provoke juſt Heaven 
to mark me out for Sufferings ſo un- 
dmmon and ſevere. Falſly to accuſe ourſelves, Heaven 
uſt abhor. Then it is juſt and right that Innocence ſhould | 
fer; for Heaven muſt be juſt in all its Ways. Perhaps 
that we are kept from moral Evils, much worſe than- 
znal, or more improv'd in Virtue. Or may not the leſ- 

r Ills that we ſuſtain be made the Means of greater 


e . . rom HIS 


"_ Food to others? Might all the joyleſs Days and ſleepleſs 

* Nights that I have paſt, but purchaſe Peace for thee. _ 

f Thou dar: dear Canſe of all ry Grief = Pain 1 

Js Small avere the Loſs, and infinite the Gain, 

5 Tho" ta the Grawe in ſecret Love I fine, 

| So Life and Fame, and Happineſs were HY, 

4 — 
$ Enter Trueman. 


Kat News of Barnwell ? 14 
r. None: I have ſought him with the ON Dili: 5 
ence, but all in vain. Ma, 
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Ma. Does my Father yet ſalpe&t the Cauſe of hi 


Abſence? © 


Ty. All appear'd ſo juſt. 1d fair to him, it is. "not 4 
poſſible he ever ſnou'd. "Bur his Abſence will no longer 
be conceal'd. Your Father is wiſe; and though he 
ſeems to hearken to the friendly Excuſes I wou'd mak: 3 
for Barnwell, yet, I am afraid, he regards em only a | 
ſuch, without iukering them to influence his Judg : 


ment. 


future Reproach of a Ds unforgiving World. 
Enter Thorowgood and # Ley. 


Ther. This Woman here has given me a fad, and : 
(bating ſome Circumſtances) too Fan an Account of 


Barnwelſs Defection. 


Lucy. I am ſorry, Sir, ns my frank Confeſſion of : 
my former unhappy Courſe of Life ſhould cauſe you to Bll 


ſuſpe& my Truth on this Occaſion. 


Thor. It is not that; your Confeſſion has in it all the : 
Appearance of Truth; Among many other Particulars, 
ſhe informs me, that Barnwell! has been influenced to 
break his Truſt, and wrong me, at ſeveral Times, of 
conſiderable Sums of Money. Now as I know this to 
be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt the Whole of her Relation, | 


too dreadful to be willingly believed. . 


Ma. Sir, your Pardon ; I find myſelf on a ſudden | 
indiſpos'd, that I muſt retire. Providence oppoſes all 


Attempts to ſave him. Poor ruin'd Barnwell ! Wretch: 
ed loſt Maria IAlde. Exit Maria. 


Thor. How am I direſ'd on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, Fear for the Life of a'much valued 


Friend, and then my Child he only Joy and 

Hope of my declining Life! Her Melancholy in 

| creaſes hourly, and gives me painful Apprehenſions of 
| her Lok—O T Ty; this Perſon informs me, that 


your 


Cy 


Ma. How does the unkappy Youtk. defeat. all 800 5 
Deſigns to ſerve him? yet I can never repent what we 
have done. Shou'd he return, twill make his Recon. 
ciliation with my Father eaſier, and preſerve him from 
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your Friend, at the Inſtigation of an impious Woman, is 
gone to robs and murder his venerable Uncle, 
Tr. O execrable Deed! I am ann with the Hor- 


W ror of the Thought! 


Lucy. This Delay may rum all. Ll 
Thor. What to do or think, I know not. That he 
ever wrong'd me, I know 1s falſe ; ; the reſt my be ſo 


i too; there's all my Hope. 


Tr. Truſt not to that; rather ſuppoſe all true, thr 
loſe a Moment's Time. Even now the horrid Deed 


* may be doing dreadful Imagination or it 


may be done, and we be vainly debating on the Means to 
prevent what is already paſt. | 
Thor. This Earneſtneſs convinces me, that he knows 
more than he has yet diſcovered. What, ho! without 
there, who waits? [Enter a Serwant.] Order the Groom 
to ſaddle the ſwifteſt Horſe, and prepare to ſet out with 
Speed; an Affair of Life and Death demands his Dili- 
gence. {Exit Servant.] For you, whoſe Behaviour on 
this Occaſion I have no Time to commend as it deſerves, 
J muſt engage your further Aſſiſtance. Return and ob- 
ſerve this Millauood till I come. I have your Directions, 


F and will follow you as ſoon as poſſible. [ Exit Lucy.} 


Tr , you I am ſure will not be idle on this Oc- 


caſion. [Exit Thorowgood. 
| Tr. He only who i is a Friend, can Juggs of my Di- 
fireſs. = 1 | 
SCENE II. 


| Millwood's Houſe. oy 


Enter Millwood, 


Mill. Wim I knew the Event of his Deſign. The 

Attempt without Succeſs would ruin him. 
Well! what have I to apprehend from that? I fear, 
too much. The Miſchief being only intended, his 
Friends, thro' Pity of his Youth, turn all their Rage on 
me. I ſhould have thought of that before. red e the 
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Deed done. Then, and then only, I ſhall he ſecure; 
Or what if he returns without attempting it at all. En- 


ter Barnwell b/pady.] But he is here, and I have done | 


him wrong. His bloody Hands ſhew he has done the 
Deed, but ſhew he wants the Prudence to conceal it. 


Barn. Where ſhall I hide me? Whither ſhall ! fy, | 


to avoid the ſwift unerring Hand of Juſtice ? 


Mill. Diſmiſs your Fears: Though Thouſands bad 8 
purſued you to the Door, yet being enter'd here, you 


are ſafe az Innocence. I have a Cavern, by Art fo 


cunningly contriv'd, that the piercing Eyes of Jealouſy. | 


and Revenge may ſearch in vain, nor find the En- 


trance to the ſafe Retreat. There will I hide you, if 


any Danger's near. 


hw. neee myſelf, if it be poſſible; || 


for while I bear my Conſcience in my Boſom, tho! I 
were hid where Man's Eye never ſaw, nor Light cer 
dawn'd, 'twere-all in vain. -For oh! that Inmate, that 


impartial Judge, wall try, convict and ſentence me for 


Murder, and execute me with never ending Torments. 
Behold theſe Hands, all crimſon'd o'er with my dear 
Uncle's Blood: Here's a Sight to make a Statue ſtart 
with Horror, or turn a living Man into a Statue. 


Mill, Ridiculous ! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 
your own: Shadow, or what's leſs than a Shadow, your: | 


Conſcience. 


Barn. Tho' to Man — I did the accuſed 
AQ, what can we hide from Heaven's All-ſeeing Eye ? 


Mill. No more of this Stuff. What Advantage have 
you made of his Death, or what Advantage may yet 
be made of it? Did you ſecure the Keys of his Trea- - 


ſure, which no doubt were about him ? What Gold, 
what Jewels, or what elſe of Value have you brought 
me? 

Barn. Think you I added Sacrilege to Murder ? Oh! 
had ou feen him as his Life flowed. from him in a 
8 Flood, and heard him praying for me by the 

cas Boo of Nephew and of Murderer ; (alas! alas! 
he knew not then, that his Nephew was his Murderer) 
how would you have ind as I did, though you hed. had 

a thou; 


* 
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z thouſand Years of Life to come, to have given them 
all to have lengthen'd his one Hour. But being dead, I 
fled the Sight of what my Hands had done; nor cou'd 
J, to have gain'd the Empire of the World, have violated 
by Theft his ſacred Corpſe. 

Mill. Whining, prepoſterous, canting Villain! to 
murder your Uncle, rob him of Life, Nature's firſt, laſt, 
dear Prerogative, after which there's no Injury, then 
fear to take what he no longer wanted, ard bring to 
me your Penury and Guilt. Do you think I'll hazard 
my Reputation, nay, my Life, to entertain yout . 5 

Barn. O . Millwood !—+—this from thee! But 
I have done. If you hate me, if you wiſh. me dead, . 
then are you happy; for oh! tis ſure my Grief will 


quickly end me. 


Mill. In his Madneſs he will diſcover all, and involve 
me in his Ruin. We are on a Precipice from whence 
there's no Retreat for both. Then to preſerve my- 
ſelf— [ Pauſes.] — There is no other Way.“ 
Tis dreadful, but Reflection comes too late when Dan- 
ger's preſſing, and there's no room for Choice. 
It muſt be done. [ Afde. Rings a Bell, enter a ger 
want.] Fetch me an Officer, and ſeize this Villain. He 
has confeſs'd himſelf a Murderer. Should I let him 
eſcape, I might juſtiy be chought as IRE. as he. [Exit 
Serwant. I 

Barn. O Millwood ! ſure you do not, cannot mean it. 
Stop the Meſſenger; upon my Knees, I beg you'd calf 


him back. *Tis fit I die indeed, but not by you. I will 


this Inſtant deliver myſelf into the Hands of Juſtice, in- 
deed I will; for Death is all I wiſh. But thy Ingrati- 
tude ſo tears my wounded Soul, tis worſe ten thoakind _ 
times than Death with Torture. 5 
Mill. Call it what you will; I am willing | to live, and 
tive ſecure, which- nothing but your Death can warrant. 
Barn... If there be a Pitch of Wickedneſs that ſets 
the Author beyond the Reach of Vengeance, you mult 
be ſecure. But what remains for me, but a diſmal Dun- 
geon, hard galling Fetters, an awful Trial, and an-igno- 
aunious Death, juſtly to fall unpitied and abhorr d? 
C2 After 
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After Death to be ſuſpended between Heaven and Earth, 
a dreadful Spectacle, the Warning and Horror of a 
gaping Croud! This I cou'd bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, 
had it but come from any Hand but thine. 
DS. Enter Blunt, Officer and Attendants, 
Mill. Heaven defend me ! Conceal a Murderer ! Here, 
Sir, take this Youth into your Cuſtody, I accuſe him 
of Murder, and will appear to make good my Charge. 
8 z >: 3... ITO Jo BOW. 
Barn. To whom, of what, or how ſhall I complain? 
F'll not accuſe her: The Hand of Heav'n is in it, and 
this the Puniſhment of Luſt and Parricide. Vet Hea- 
ven, that juſtly cuts me off, ſtill ſuffers her to live; per- 
haps to puniſh others. Tremendous Mercy ! So Fiends 
are curs d with Immortality, to be the Executioners of 
Be warn'd, ye Youths, who ſee my fad Deſpair: | 
Avoid lewd Women, falſe as they are fair. 
By Reaſon guided, boneft Joys purſue: 85 
The Fair to Honour, and to Virtue true, ** 
Juſt to herſelf, vill ner be falſe to you. 
By my Example learn to ſhun my Fate: 
( How awretched is the Man who's auiſe too late!) 
Ere Innocence, and Fame, and Life be loſt, 
Here purchaſe Wiſdom, cheaply, at my Coſt. | 
I [Exeunt Barnwe!/!, Officer and Attendants, 
Mill. Where's Lucy? Why is ſhe abſent at ſach a 
Time?” - "42 „ . 
Blunt. Wou'd I had been ſo too! Lucy will ſoon be | 
here ; and, I hope, to thy Confuſion thou Devil! 
Mil. Inſolent! This to me? r 
Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil is, that 
he firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Puniſhment. 
6 45 85 [Exit Blunt. 
Mill. They diſapprove of my Conduct then, and 
mean to take this Opportunity to ſet up for themſelves. 
My Rain is reſolved. -] ſee my Danger, 
but ſcorn both it and them; I was not born to fall by 
ſuch weak Inſtruments - '  {Gomp. 
15 e Enter 
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—— 


ſeek ? 
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Enter Thorowgood. 4 
Thor. Where 1s the Scandal of her own Sex, and 
Curſe' of ours? 
Mill. What means this Inſolence? Whom do you 


1 bor. Millauocd. | . 

Mill. Well, you have found her then. Tam Mill. 
av. | 

Thor. Then you are the moſt impious Wretch, that 
e'er the Sun beheld. _ 

Mill. From your Appearance I ſhould have expected 
Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners bely your 
Aſpect, What is your Buſineſs here? I know you 
not. 

Thor, Hereafter you may know me better; ; Iam 


Barnavell's Maſter. 


Mell. Then you are Maſter to a Villain, which, I 
think, is not much to your Credit. 

Thcr. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 
Credit is above thy Malice, 1 need not have bluſh'd to 
own him. 

Mill. My Arts! J don't underſtand you, Sir, if he 
has done amiſs, what's that to me? Was he my Ser- 
yant, or yours? You ſhould have taught him better, 

T, hor. Why ſhould I wonder to find fuch uncommon 
Impudence in one arrived to ſuch a Height of Wicked- 
neſs? When Innocence is baniſh'd, Modeſty ſoon fol- 
lows. Know, Sorcereſe, I'm not ignorant of any of the 


Arts, by which you firſt deceiv'd the unwary Youth. I 


know how, Step by Step, you've led him on, (reluctant 
and unwilling) from Crime to Crime, to this laſt horrid 
Act, which you contriv'd, and by your curſed Wiles 
even forced him to commit. 
Mill. Ha! Lucy has got the Advantage, and accuſed 
me firſt; Unleſs I can turn the Accuſation, and fix it 
upon her and Blunt, I am loſt. | Ade. 
Thor, Had I known your cruel Deſign ſooner, it had 
been prevented. To ſee you punilt'd as the Law direQs, 
is all that now remains. Poor Satisfaction! for he, in- 


inocent as he is, compared to you, mult ſuffer too. But 


— — — 
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Heaven who knows our Frame, and graciouſly diſtin- 
guiſhes between Frailty and Preſumption, will make a 
Difference, tho“ Man, who ſees not the Heart, only 
judges by the outward Action, cannot do it. 

Aill. I fnd, Sir, we are both unhappy in our Ser- 
vants. I was ſurprized at ſuch ill Treatment without 
Cauſe from a Gentleman of your Appearance, and 


therefore too haftily return'd it; for which I ask your 


Pardon. I now perceive you have been ſo far impoſed 


on, as to think me engaged in a former Correſpondence 


with your Servant, and ſome Way or other acceſſary to 


his Urdoing. 


Thor. I charge you as the Cauſe, the ſole Cauſe of all 


his Guilt, and all his Suffering, of all he now endures, 


and, mult endure, till a violent and ſhameful Death ſhall 


put a dreadful Period to his Life and Miſeries together. 


Mill. "Tis very ſtrange. But who's ſecure from Scan- 
dal and Detraction? So far from contributing to his 
Ruin, I never ſpoke to him till ſince the fatal Accident, | 
which I lament as much as you. *Tis true, I have 


' 2 Servant, on whoſe Account he has of late frequent- 


ed my Houſe. If ſhe has abus'd my good Opinion of 
her, am I to blame ? Has not Barnwell done the {ame 
by you?; | 
Thor. I hear you; pray 80 on. | 
Mill. J have been inform'd he had a violent Paſſion 
for her, and ſhe for him; but till now I always thought 
it innocent. I know her poor, and given to expenſive 
Pleaſures. Now who can tell but ſhe may have influ- 
enced the amorous Youth. to commit this Murder, to 
ſupply her Extravagancies.- It muſt be ſo. I now 
recollect a thouſand Circumſtances that confirm it. I'll 
have her, and a Man Servant whom I ſuſpe& as an Ac- 
complice, ſecured immediately. I hope, Sir, you will 
lay aſide your ill-grounded Suſpicions of me, and join 
to puniſh the real Contrivers of this bloody Deed.” --.. 
[Offers to go. 
| Ther. Madam, you Cos not this Way. I ſee your 
Defl 1 but hall prote them from Your. Malice. | 


Mill. 


done. 
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Mill. L hope you will not uſe your reflcates, and the 


Credit of your Name, to skreen ſuch guilty Wretches. 


Conſider, Sir, the Wickedneſs of perſuading a thought- 
leſs Youth to ſuch a Crime. 


Ther. I do——and of betraying him when it was 


Mill. That which you call betraying him, may con- 
vince you of my Innocence. She who loves him, tho' 
ſhe contriv'd the Murder, would never have deliver'd 


him into the Hands of Juſtice, as I, ſtruck with Horror | 


at his Crimes, have done. 

Thor, How ſhou'd an anexperienc'd Youth . her 
Snares? The powerful Magick of her Wit and Form 
might betray the wiſeſt to ſimple Dotage, and fire the 


Blood that Age had froze long fince. Even I, that with 


juſt Prejudice came prepar'd, had by her artful. Story 


been deceiv'd, but that my ſtrong Conviction of her 


Gailt makes even a Doubt impotible, Thoſe whom 
ſabtilly you would accuſe, you know ate your Accuſers ; 


and (which proves unanſwerably their Innocence and 
your Guilt) they accuſed you before the Deed was done, 


and did all that was in their Power to prevent it. 
Mill. Sir, you are very hard to be convine'd ; but I 


have a Proof, which, when produc'd, will filence all 


Objections. 1 [Exit Millwood. 
Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, &c 


Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yourſelves, ſome on 


1 one Side of that Door, and ſome on the other; watch 


her Entrance, and act as your Prudence ſhall direct you. 


This Way, [zo Thorowgood] and note her Behaviour, 


I have obſerv'd her, ſhe's driven to the laſt Extremity, 


and is forming ſome defperace Reſolution. I gueſs at 


her Deſign. . 


Re-enter Millwood wvith-a pio Trueman ſecures ber. 


Tr. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ma dect. 
ful, cruel, bloody Woman! = 


Milt, F ool, Hypocrit Villa, Man! thou canſt not 
call me that. 


Tr. To call thee Women were to wrong thy Sex; 


thou Der! C 4 — 


Ann Eee ER gy es ˖— a ten ®, 
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_ © Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy curſed 
Sex collected: A Mirror, wherein each particular Man 
may ſee his own Likeneſs, and that of all Mankind. 

1 Hor. Think not by aggravating the Faults of others 


to extenuate thy own, of which the Abuſe of ſuch un- 
common Perfections of Mind and Body is not the leaſt, 


Mill. If ſuch I had, well may I curſe your barbarous Wi 


Sex, who robb'd me of em ere 1 knew their Worth; 
then left me.too late, to count their Value by their Loks, 
Another and another Spoiler came, and all my Gain was 
Poverty and Reproach. My Soul diſdain'd, bd yet dif- 
dains, Dependance and Contempt. Riches, no Matter 
by what Means obtain'd, I ſaw ſecured the worſt of 
Men from both. I found it therefore neceſſary to be 
rich, and to that End I ſummon'd all my Arts. You 
call 'em wicked; let them be ſo, they were ſuch as my 
Converſation with your Sex had furniſh'd me withal. 

_ 7her. Sure none but the worſt of Men convers'd withthee. 
Mill. Men of all Degrees, and all Profeſſions, I have 
known, yet found no Difference, but in their ſeveral 
Capacities ; all were alike wicked to the utmoſt of their 
Power. In Pride, Contention, Avarice, Cruelty, and 
Revenge, the Reverend Prieſthood were my unerring 
Guides. From Suburb Magiſtrates, who live by ruin'd 
Reputations, as the unhoſpitable Natives of Cornwall do 
by Shipwrecks, I Jearn'd, that to charge my innocent 
Neighbours with my Crimes, was to merit their Pro- 
tection ; for to ſkreen the Guilty, is the leſs fcandalous, 
when many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Dark- 
neſs and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all Di- 
ſtinction. Such are your venal Magiftrates, who favour 
none but ſuch as by their Office they are ſworn to puniſh, 
With them not to be guilty is the worſt of Crimes, and 
large Fees privately paid are every needful Virtue. 

. Thor. Your Practice has ſufficiently diſcovered you 
Contempt of Laws, both human and divine; no Won- 
der then, that you ſhould hate the Officers of both. ir 

Mill. I know you, and I hate you all; I, expect no 
Mercy, and I aſk for none; I follow'd my Inclinations, 
and that the beſt, of. you do every Day. All _— 

| cem 


W have known enough of Mens 
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ſcem alike natural and indifferent to Man and Beaſt, who 
devour, or are deyour'd, as they meet with others weaker 
or ſtronger than themſelves. " 

Thor. What Pity it is a Mind ſo comprehenſive, Lars 
and inquiſitive, ſhould be a Stranger to Religion' s {ſweet 
and powerful Charms ! 

Mill. Jam not Fool N to be an Athieſt, tho' I 

ypocriſy to make a thou- 
ſand ſimple Women ſo. - Whatever Religion is in itſelf, 
as practis d by Mankind, it has caus'd the Evils, you ſay 


it was deſign'd to cure. War, Plague, and Famine, have 


not deſtroy d ſo many of the human Race, as this pre- 
tended Piety has done; and with ſuch barbarous Cruelty, 
as if the only Way to honour Heaven, were to turn the 


| preſent World into Hell. 


Thor. Truth is Truth, tho” from an Enemy, a 


& . ſpoken in Malice. You bloody, blind, = Iyperiuions 


Bigots, how will you anſwer this? 

Mill. What are your Laws, of which 5 make your 
Boaſt, but the Fool's Wiſdom, and the Coward's Valour, 
the Inſtrument and Sereen of all your Villainies? By them 
you puniſh in others what you act yourſelves, or wou'd 
have aQed, had you been in their Circumſtances. - The 


Judge, who condemns the poor Man for being a Thief, 


had” been a Thief himſelf, had he been poor. Thus 
you go on deceiving, and being deceiv'd, harrafling, 
plaguing and deftroying one another, But Women are 


Your univerſal Prey : 


Momen, by wbom you are, the Source of 7o, | 

With cruel Arts you labour to deſtroy : 

By thouſand Maps our Ruin you purſue, 
Yet blamè in us thoſe Arts firſt taught by you. 

Oh! may from hence each violated Maid, 
By Barter ny faithl:fs, barbrcus Man betrays, 
When robb'd of Innocence, and Virgin Fame, 
From your Deftruttion raiſe a nobler Name, 
To right their Scx's Wrongs devote their Mind, 

| Aud future Millwoods prove to plague Mankind. 


The End of the Furth ACT, 
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ACT v. SCENE 12 
| | A Room in a Priſon. 


Liter Thorowgood, i Blunt, and Lucy. 


7HOROV GOOD. 


WY HAVE recommended to Biwwnl 3. 
Reverend Divine, whoſe Judgment 
55 and Integrity 1 am well ae [ 
with. Nor has Millævcad been neg- 
J lected; but ſhe, unhappy Woman, 
10 ſtill obſtinate, refuſes bis Aſſiſtance. 
Luc. This pious Charity to the 
AfliQted well becomes your Character ; yet N me, 
Sir, if I wonder you were not at their Trial. | 
Ther. I knew it was impoſſible to ſave him; and I and 
my Family bear ſo great a Part in his Diſtreſs, that to 
have been preſent wou'd but have. 8 our Sor 
rows without relieving his. 
Blunt. It was mournful indeed. ct?) 's Youk 
and modeſt Deportment, as he paſs'd, drew Tears. from 
every Eye. When placed at the Bar, and arraigned be- 
fore the Reverend Judges, with many Tears and inter- 
rupting - Sobs he confeſs'd and aggravated his Offences, 
without accuſi ing, or once reflecting on Millæuood, the | 
ſhameleſs Author of his Ruin. But ſhe dauntleſs and un- 
- eoncern'd'ftood by his Side, viewing with viſible Pride and 
Contempt the'valt Aſſembly, who all with ſympathizing 
Sorrow wept for the Aretha Youth. She, when called 
upon to anſwer, loudly inſiſted upon her Innocence, and 
made an artful and a bold Defence; but finding all in 
vain, the impartial Jury and: the learned Bench concur- 
ring to find her Guilty, how did ſhe curſe herſelf, poor 
Barmuel,” us, her Wer all Mankind! But what 
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5 Barnwell, as you are Millwood. 


W ednefs. !/» 1 


or Revenge. 
purſue your purpoſed Reformation, and know ay bete. 


1 ſtacy. 


manity and Circumſſ 
bis Fate, had like kim been tr ied, bike him e ded 


Thor, 
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| cou'd that avail? She was CAS; wy is ny Day 


to ſuffer with him. 


Ther. The Time draws on. I am going to viſit 


Lucy. We have not wrong 'd her, yet I dread this In- 


terview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and unfor- 


giving. To be the branded Inſtruments: of Vengeance, 


: to ſuffer in her Shame, and ſympathize with her in all 
e ſuffers, is the "Tribute we muſt pay 


for our former 


ll-ſpent Lives and N Confederacy with her in Wick- 
Thor. Happy- for you it ended when it did. What you 
have done againſt Millausod I know proceeded from a juſt 
Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from Intereſt, Maliee, 
Proſelytes to Virtue ſhould. be encourag d; 


after for your Friend. 
Lucy. This is a Bleing as anboped for as et 


hat Heaven that ſnatch'd us from impending Ruin, 


fure intends you as its Inftrument to ſecure ns from Apo- 


Ter. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance to | 
Heaven is juſt. Many leſs virtuouſly diſpoſed than 


| ge was, have never fallen in the Manner he has 
done. 


May not ſuch owe their Safety rather to Provi- 
dence than to themſelves? With Pity and Compaſſion let 
us judge him. - Great were his Faults, but ſtrong was 
the Temptation. Let his Ruin teach us Difiidence. Hu- 
ion; for if we who wonder at 


had fallen. 


1 


3 4 


IJ 2 E N E II. 
4 Bene a Table and Lamb. Barnwell reading. 
-Entcr Thorowgood at a Diftance. | 


HERE ſee the bitter Fruits of Paſſion's Ba 
teſted Reign, and ſenfual Appetite indulg'd, 


Tevere Refleftiors, Penitence and Tears. 


Barts. 
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Barn. My honoured injured Maſter, whoſe Goodnej 4 = 
has covered me a thouſand Times with Shame, forgive 


this laſt unwilling Diſreſpect: Indeed I ſaw you not. 


Ther, Tis well; I hope you were better employ'd nh 
viewing of yourſelf; your Journey's long, your Tine 
for Preparation almoſt ſper.t. I ſent a Reverend Divine 
to teach you to improve it, and ſtrould be glad to hear of 
bis Succeſs. - 
Barn. The Word of Truth, which he e | 
bor my conſtant Companion in this my ſad Retirement 
has at length removed the Doubts I laboured unde 


From thence I've learned the infinite Extent of Heaven. 
ly Mercy; that my Offences, tho' great, are not unpar. 
donable; and that tis not my Intereſt only, bat my Du. 
ty, to believe and to rejoice in that Hope: So hal 
8 receive the Glory, ang! future Tenitents the Pro. 
fit of my Example. _ 

Thor. Proceed, ' 

Barn. 'Tis wonderful that Words ould a: De. 
ſpair, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's Conic: 
ence ; but Truth and Mercy flow in every Sentence, at 
tended with Force and Energy divine. How ſhall I de. 
feribe my preſent State of Mind ? I hope in Doubt, and 


trembling 1 rejoice ; I fee] my Grief increaſe, even 3 * 


my Fears give way. Joy and Gratitude now ſupph 
more Tears, than the Horror and Anguiſh of Deſpa 
before. 

Thor. Theſe are the genuine Signs of true Repentance 
the only Preparatory, the certain Way to everlaſting 
Peace. O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd and pre 
par'd for Heaven! For this the faithful Miniſter devote 
himſelf to Meditation, Abſtinence and Prayer, ſhunning 
the vain Delights of ſenſual Joys, and daily dies, that 
others may live for ever. For this he turns the ſacred 
Volumes o'er, and ſpends his Life in painful Search d 
Truth. The Love of Riches, and the Luſt of Powe! 
he looks, upon with juſt Contempt and Deteſtation ; be 
only counts for Wealth the Souls he wins, and his big 
eſt Ambition is to ſerve Mankind: If the Reward af 
all his Pains be to W one Soul from Waage 
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ne 2 or turn one from the Error of his Ways, how does he 


Farewell. 


4 Eternally Farewel. 


then rejoice, and own his little Labours, overpaid? _ 
Barn. What do I owe for all your [generous Kind- 


| neſs? But tho I cannot, Heaven can and will reward you. 


Thor, To ee thee thus, is Joy too great for Words. 
Heaven ſtrengthen thee !——Farewel. 
Barn. O! Sir, there's ſomething I would lay, if my 


dad ſwelling Heart would give me Leave, 


Thor. Give it Vent a while, and try. | 

Barn. I had a Friend—'tis true I am 3 
yet methinks your generous Example might perſuade 
Cou'd I not ſee him once, before I go from whence 
there's no Return ? 

Thor. He's coming, and as much thy F gend as ever. 
I will not anticipate his Sorrow; too ſoon he'll. ſee the 
fad Effect of this contagious Ruin. This Torre . 
domeſtick Miſery bears too hard upon me. I. mu 


tire to indulge a Weakneſs I find impoſſible to * 00mg] 
5 LA de.] Much loy 'd———and much lamented'Youth ! 1 


Farewel. 


Heaven anden thee.— — 


Barn. The beſt 1 Maſters * of 3 


1 While I live, let me not want your Prayers. 


Thor. Thou ſhalt, not. Thy Peace being made with 


, Slew, Death's already vanquiſh'd. Bear a little 
longer the Pains that attend this tranſitory Life; and 


ceaſe from Pain for ever. [Exit Thorowgood. | 
Barn. Perhaps I ſhall. I find a Power within, that 
bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and, ſpight of 


. conſcious Shame and Guile, ge; me a Taſte. of Plea- 


* 


ſure more than mortal. 1 E bao ee 


Enter Trueman aud Kecfer. 


Keep. Sir, there's the Priſoner. [Exit Keeper. 
Barn. Trueman! My Friend whom 1 ſo wiſh'd to 
ſee, yet now he's here, I dare not look upon. him. 


| Wes 
5 0 Barwoull / Barrel "® | 


Barn, 
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Tr. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, bare rob 

| reach d her. Whatever you and I have felt, and more 5 

if more be poſſible, ſhe feels for you. 

Barn. I know he doth abhor a Lye, nnd would not 


trifle with his dying Friend. This is indeed the Bitter. Ro 
neſs of Death. - * [ Afiae For 
Tr. Vou muſt remember, (or we all obſerved it) for you 
| ſome Time paſt, a heavy Melancholy weighed her down. hi 
Diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pined and Janguiſh'd from wit 
aà Cauſe unknown; till, hearing of your dreadful Fate, you 
the long-ſifled Flame blaz d out; ſhe-wept, and wrung % 
her Hands, and tore her Hair, and in the Tranſport of qui 
her Grief diſcover d her own loſt State, whilſt the a 
| mented Yours. 5 : ſon 
Barn. Will all the Pain I feel reflore thy aſe, lovely BY: 
unhappy. Maid! Weeping ] "Why. did . not let me BY Pr 
die, and never know it? of 
Tr. It was impoſſible, She makes no Sore of her me 
' Paſſion for you; ſhe is determined to ſee you ere you 

ns 1 waits for me to introduce her. ne 
[Exit Trueman. fu 

"Bars "Vain, buſy Thoughts, be ſtill ! What avails it 
to think on. what I might have been? I now am. in 
What Te made myſelf. yi ki 
: Ente Trueman avith Mais. Wo WT be 
P Tr. Madam, reluctant I lead you to this diſmal Goon tn 
This 3 is the Seat of Miſery and Guilt. Here aweful Ju- T 

ſtice reſerves her publick Victims. This is the Entrance 
to ſhameful Death. F. 
Ma. To this ad Place then no improper Gueſt, the N 
abandon'd loſt Maria brings Deſpair. And ſee the Sub- H 


ject and the Cauſe of all this World of Woe. Silent a, 
and. motionleſs he ſtands, as if his Soul had quitted her 

Abode, and the lifeleſs Form alone was left behind; yet C 
that ſo perfect, that Beauty and Neun. ever at Enmity, h 


now ſeem united there. ot 
Barn. I groan, but murmur. not. Juſt Heaven! 18. 
am your own; do with me what you pleaſe. Wc 


Ma. Why are your ſtreaming Eyes ſtill fixd. below, tl 
as tho? thou'dſt give the — Earth thy Seren, 100 v 
70 


Fd 
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| rob me of my Due? Were Happineſs within your 
rower, you ſhould beſtow it where you Fend! but i in 


your Miſery I muſt and will partake. 
Barn. Oh! ſay not fo, but fly, abhor, and bade me 


to my Fate. Conſider what you are, how vaſt your 
Fortune, and how bright your Fame. Have Pity on 
W your Youth, your Beauty, and unequall'd Virtue; for 
© which ſo many noble Peers have figh'd in vain. Bleks 
Vith your Charms ſome honourable Lord. Adorn with 
pour Beauty, and by your Example 1 improve, the Eng- 
ih Court, that juſtly claims ſuch Merit: So ſhall I 


—25 tho? I had never been. 


quickly be to you 


Ma. When I forget you, I muft be ſo indeed. Rea- 
ſon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. Let Women like 


Millwoed, if there are more ſuch Women, ſmile. in 


: Proſperity, and in Adverſity forſake, - Be it the Pride 
of Virtue to Tepuur, or to partake, the n, ſueh have 


made. 


Fr. Lovely ill fated Maid ! Was there ever ſoch ge- 
nerous Diſtreſs before! How muſt this pierce his grate- 
| ful Heart, and aggravate his Woes! 


Bern. Ere I knew Guilt or Shame, when Fortune 


| ſmiled, and when my youthful Hopes were at the 


higheſt; ; if then to have fais: d my Thoughts to you, had 


been Preſumption in me never to have been pardon' d, 
think how much beneath yourſelf you condeſcend to re- 


gard me now. 


Ma. Let her bluſh, who profſering Love, Anden the 
Freedom of your Sex s Choice; and meanly ſues in 
Hopes of a Return. Vour inevitable Fate hath render'd 
Hope impoſſible as vain. Then why ſhow'd I fear to 


avow a Paſſion ſo juſt and ſo diſintereſted? 
Tr. If any ſhou'd take Occaſion from Willkwod"s 


| Crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt Part of the Creation, 


here let them ſee their Error. The moſt diſtant Hopes 
of ſuch a tender Paſſion from ſo bright a Maid, might 


add to the Happineſs of the moſt happy, and make the 


greateſt proud; yet here 'tis laviſh'd in vain ? Tho' by 
the rich Preſent the gererous Donor is 1 he on 
whom it is beſtow'd receives no Benefit. 

Borg 


% 
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Barn. So the aromatick Spices of the Eaſt, which al 
the Living covet and eſteem, are with unavailing Kind-. 
neſs waſted on the Dead. 
Ma. Ves, fruitleſs is my Love, and anavailing all . 
Sighs and Tears. Can they ſave thee from approaching I 
Death ?— from ſuch a Death ? O terrible 
Idea! What is her Miſery and Diſtreſs, who fees the ver 
firſt, laſt Object of her Love, for whom alone ſhelf 
live, for whom ſhe'd die a thouſand thouſand Deaths, if 
it were poſſible, expiring in her Arms! Vet ſhe is hap-iſ 
Px, when compar d to me. Were Millions of Word 
mine, I'd gladly give them in Exchange for her Condi 
tion. The moſt conſummate Woe is light to mine. Te 
laſt of Curſes to other miſerable Maids, is s all 1 aſk fa 
WE Relief, and that's deny'd me. | 
Fo Time and Reflection cure all Ils. 3 
V. All but this, His dreadful Cataſtrophe vim 8 
herſelf abhors. To give a Holiday to Suburb Slave, 
and paſſing entertain the ſavage Herd, who elbowing ead 
other for a Sight, purſue and preſs upon him like | 
Fate A Mind with Piety and Refolution arm 
may ſmile on Death: But publick Ignominy, ever 
laſting Shame, Shame the Death of Souls, to die a tho 
ſand times, and yet ſurvive even Death itſelf in neva 
dying Infamy —<— is this to be endured ?—— 
Can [ who live in him, and muſt each Hour of my de 
voted Life, feel all theſe Woes renew'd := Can! 
endure this? 


Tr, Grief has ſo impair'd her Spirits, th pants, as U 
the Agonies of Death. 
Barn, Preſerve her, Heaven, and 9 0 hes Peace, | 
nor let her Death be added to my Crimes. [Bel 10 
1 am ſummonꝰd to my Fate. 


Enter Keeper and Officers. 


Keep. Sir the Officers attend you 5 Milleveed is a- 
ready ſummon'd. , 


Barn. Tell 'em, Im ready. And now, my Friend 
farewel. * * Support and comfort, the be 
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you can, this mourning Fair. No more 
Forget not to pray for me. [Turning to Maria.) Would 
ou, bright Excellence, permit me the Honour of a 


Wc ialte Embrace, the laſt Happineſs this World cou'd 


| mp ire were mine. [She inclines towards him; they em- 
hin BE...) Exalted Goodneſs! O turn your Eyes from 
rible Warth and me to Heaven, where Virtue, like yours, is 
Uh oer heard: Pray for the Peace of my departing Soul. 

hel Early my Race of Wickedneſs began, and ſoon I reach d 
s, ihne Summit. Ere Nature has finiſh'd her Work, and 
bay tamp'd me Man, juſt at the Time when others begin to 
or ray, my Courſe is finiſh'd, Though ſhort my Span of 
. Fife, and few my Days; yet count my Crimes for 

E 


WY cars, and I have liv'd whole Ages. Thus Juſtice, in 
WCompaſſion to Mankind, cuts off a Wretch like me; by 
Wne ſuch Example to ſecure Thouſands from future Ruin. 

Wuſtice and Mercy are in Heaven the: ſame : Its utmoſt 
Weverity is Mercy to the Whole; thereby to cure Man's 
Holly and Preſumption, which elſe wou'd render even 


1 Infinite Mercy vain and ineffectual. 
umd If any any Youth like you in future Times 
ever Shall mourn my Fate, tho he abhor my Crimes, 
thou- Or tender Maid like you my Tale foall hear, 
Rove Aud to my Sorrows give a pitying Tear; 
_— To each fuch melting Eye and throbbing Heart, 
/ de Would gracious Heaæ'n this Benefit impari, 
Dan! Newer to know my Guilt, nor Feel. my Pain, 

| Then muſt you own, you ought not to complain, f 
45 N Since Hou nor weep, nor ſpall I die in vain. 
60 ¶Exeunt Barzwell and Officers. 
toll — — * — 


4 


SCENE the £448 


De Place of Execution. The Gallows and Ladders at 2 
farther End of the Stage. A Crowd of Ts 


is Blunt and Lucy. 
rend. LIE AVENS! l What e a Throng! | 
e bet Blunt. How terrible 1s Death when 5 


repar'd 3 Lucy, 


than Shame, Deſpair and Death, unpitied Death, con- 


68 The London MERcnanT: Or, 

Lucy. Support them, Heaven; thou only canſt ſuppy 
them ; all other Help is vain. 
Officer within, Make Way there, make Way, au 
give the Prifoners Room. 
Lucy. They are here. Obſerve them well. Ho 
humble and compoſed young Barnwell! ſeems! Bu 
Millwood looks wild, ruffled with en, confounded 
and amazed. 

Entir Barnwell, Millwood, Officers and F cut ioner 

Barn. See, Millwood, ſee, our Journey's at an End! 
Life, like a Tale that's told, is paſt away. That ſkon 
but dark and unknown Paſſage, Death, is all the Spag 
"tween us and endleſs Joys, or Woes eternal, 
Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes 
Were Vouth and Beauty given me for a Curſe, an 
Wiſdom only to inſure my Ruin? They were, the 
were, Heaven, thou haſt done thy worft. . Or, if tha 
| haſt in Store ſome untried Plague, ſomewhat that's work 


frm'd Deſpair, and Soul confounding Shame ſomethin 
that Men and Angels can't deſcribe, and only Fiend, 
who bear it, can conceive ; now, pour it now on thi 
devouted Head, that I may feel the worſt thou canit in- 
flict, and bid Defiance to thy utmoſt Power. x 
Barn. Yet ere we paſs the dreadful Gulph of Death 
yet ere you're plunged in everlaſting Woe, O bend your 
ſtubborn-Knees, and harder Heart, humbly to deprecat 
the Wrath divine. Who knows but Heaven, in you" 
dying Momente, may beſtow that Grace and Mere He 
which your Life delpiſed? a _ 
Hill. Why name you Mercy to a Wretch like me! 
Mercy's beyond my Hope, almoſt beyond my. With. ! 
can't repent, nor aſk to be forgiven. - ta 
Barn. O think what 'tis to be for ever, ever miſer 
able, nor with vain Pride oppoſe a Power that's able u, 
deſtroy yor , 1 
Mill. That will deltroy me: I feel it will. ip De- I ce. 
luge of Wrath is pouring on my Soul. Chains, Dark: 
netz, Wheel: Racks, ſharp ſtinging Scorpions, mol. ry 
211 N . 7 942444 Wel n 1 4 
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n Lead, and Seas of Sulphur, are light to what I 
el. 

Barn, O! add not to your vaſt Account  Deſparr : A 
in more injurious to Heaven, than all you've yet com- 
itted. 

Mill. O! I have ſinn d beyond the Reach of 
lercy. 

Barn. O fay not ſo; 'tis Blaſphemy to think it. As 
on bright Roof is higher than the Earth, ſo and much 
hore does Heaven's Goodneſs paſs our Apprehenſion. 


D what created Being ſhall preſume to circumſcribe 


ercy that knows no Pounds? 
Mill. This Yields. no Hope. Tho' Br may be 


doundleſs, yet tis free: I was doom'd before the World 
degan to endleſs Pains, and thou to Joys eternal. 


Barn. O gracious Heaven ! extend thy Mercy to her: 

et thy rich Mercy flow in plenteous Streams to chaſe 
er Fears, and heal her wounded Soul. a. T 
Mill. It will not be: Your Prayers are loſt in Air, 

r elſe returned perhaps with double ROW to Jour: 
Boſom: They help not me. 

Barn. Vet hear me, Millauood. | 
Mill. Away, I will not hear thee: I tell thee, Youth, 
am by Heaven devoted a dreadful Inſtance of its 


Yower to puniſh. [Barnwell /eems to pray.] If thou 


vilt pray, pray for thyſelf, not me. How doth his 


fervent Soul mount with his Words, and both afcend to 
Heaven! that Heaven, whoſe Gates are ſhut with ada- 
mantine Bars againſt my Prayers, had I the Will to pray. 


I cannot bear it. Sure 'tis the worſt of Torments 
to behold others enjoy that Bliſs which we 1 never 


taſte. 


Officer, The utmoſt Limit of your Time's expir'd. | 

Mili. Encompaſſed with Horror, whither muſt I go? | 
I wou'd not live nor die That I cou'd 
ceaſe to be——or ne'er had been! 

Barn. Since Peace and Comfort are denied her here, 
may ſhe find Mercy where ſhe leaſt expects it, and 
tis be all her Hell. From our Example may all be 

taught 


70 The Loxpon MzRcnHant: Ke 


taught to fly the firſt Approach of Vice; but if o'er. 
rn 18 


B ftrong Tenptariun, Weakneſs, | or - Surpri Ve) © 
Lament their Guilt, and by Repentance riſe. x 


Th Impenitent alone, die unforgiv'n:s 
To 9285 5 ike Man, and to fargrue' a; Eav 2 4 


* Aa! 


„ 400% _ _ Enter Trueman. 
Lucy. Heart- -breaking Sight! O wretched, wretebe 
Millwood | 23 | 
27. How is ſhe difpoſed to meet her Fate? 
Blunt. Who can deſcribe unutterable Woe ? 
Lucy. She goes to Death encompaſſed: with Horror, 
Bading Life, and yet afraid to die: No Tongue can 
tell her ” Anguith and. Deſpair. 
FJ. Heaven be better to her than her Fears: May 
ſhe prove a Warning to others, a Monument of Mercy 
in _ „ 8 
Lucy. O e iopporadle! Break, break my 
= Heart ! 1 ay a | LN 


With bleeding Hiates, and n PE abe how 7 
A' humane gen'rous Senſe of others Moe; 


Unlifs we mark what drew their Ruin en, Gn. K 

2 And 9 n — event our ow, == E 
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JEPILOGUE, 


Written by 
rr 
c Col LEV CIBBER, Ei; Poet Laureat; 
ler And ſpoken by Mrs. CIB BER. 


INC E Fate has robb'd me of the hapleſs Youth, 
For whom my Heart had hoarded up its Truth; 
Ey all the Laws of Lowe and Honour, now, 
I'm free again to chuſe =and one of you. 
But aft. Vith Caution firft I'll round me peep < 
Maids, in my Caſe, ſhould look before they leap. | 
Here's Choice enough, of various Sorts and Hue, : 


[The Cit, the Wit, the Rake cock'd up in Cue, 
The fair ſpruce Mercer, and the taauny Few. "i 
| Suppoſe I ſearch the ſober. Gally No 
There's none but Premium, ont Chl 1 > 
Aud theſe, I dbalt, are theſe that nale em ſo. 
0 i 2 FE 1 2 wa {Pointing to the Boxes. 
'Tis wery evell, enjoy thi Faſt — But you, | 
Fine powder'd Sparks, nay, I am told tis true, 
Your happy Spouſes——can make Cuckolds too. 
Tavixt you and them the Diff rence this perhaps, 
The Cit's aſhamed whene'er his Duck he traps; 
[Aut you, avhen Madam's tripping, let her fall, 
UE. {Ck up your Hats, and take no Shame at all. 


Wha 


—— e e art 


EPILOGUE. 
IT hat if ſome favour'd Poet 1 cou'd mect ? 
IF hoſe Love aon d lay his Laurels at my Feet. 


„ 


Hit. Flame avou'd prove the Suit of Creditors. 
Notte detain yon then cb longer Pauſe, © 


In ſhort, my Heart to this Contlufion draws ; -* 


1 yield it to the Hand that's _— in 2 
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